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| by Yvonne Yoergéer 
P . News Editor 
| Response to the Board of ‘Frus- 
‘ies’ decision to adinit men to 
iCarke's academic programs was 
jwershacowed by carly reactions 
jamong students to the method by 
" |vhich the decision was made and 
| presented. 
Amajority of students responded 
gainst the decision to “go coca” on 
jisudent-concucted survey distri- 
‘tured Tuesday. Of 224 students sur- 
{reved, 157 felt Clarke should re- 
| Raina women’s college while 35 felt 
| tshould not. 

However, most coinments dealt 
Mth dissatisfaction about the way 
\te Board handled communication 
| tout the proposal. 
| “Idon't care one way or the other 
| tbout admitting rnen,” wrote one 

, Sphomore, “but J feel the students 
| were cheated of direet input inthe 
| decision.” ; 

Others were not displeased with 


_ |e Board's method of deciding the 


| Sue. “These long-term decisions 
tw to the Trustees, who have 
long-term interest of Clarke, 
| he their experienced guidance,” 
Ia faculty mernber. 
fany students still felt they 
“ould have been informed ahead of 
-ethat the Board was considering 
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such a move. “The way they drop- 
ped it on us was like Hiroshima all 
over again,” said one upset respon- 
dent. 

Others called the method of com- 
municating the decision to students 
at the all-school mecting Monday 
“inexcusable” and “too hush-hush.” 

Board members stated that stu- 
dent input was used in the decision 
through an earlier student satisfac- 
tion survey. In that survey, which 
contained one question about coed- 
ucation among questions concern- 
ing dorm life and other subjects, it 
was reported that a majority of up- 
perclassmen wished to remain a 
single-sex college while a majority of 
underclassmen felt that Clarke 
should adrnit inen. 

Students had many complaints 
about the Board's survey and called 
it “misleading,” “unfair,” and “not 
valid.” 

“ft think they blinded us as to the 
intent of the survey by the way the 
questions were handled,” said one 
student. 

On the other hand, there were 
also complaints about the student: 
conducted survey. “These questions 
are one-sided and slanted against 
going coed,” commented a junior. 

Students organized a meeting 
Monday night after the announce- 
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Men wi : 
ee programs at Clare, bale 
ning intuce at Clarke, begin- 
and taaeetenient made to students 
April He th dia Monday morning, 
oT shee \, ts Mcneve Dunhann said 
oltne. Wma President of Clarke 
an 8 ih Ince August, 1977, We 
chante et this. ume planning, in 
= si arke's future. Today, as 
ue te new academic pro- 
Dee er expanded student ser- 
Clinic re ai to tell you that 
rte v1 also begin admitting 
| to all of its degree programs. 
‘ow, Clarke women in all three di- 
vistons, that is, the Undergraduate 
the Graduate, and Continuing Edu: 
cation Divisions, will share their ed- 
ucational opportunities with men 
who choose Clarke's academic pro- 
grams.” 


During Monday morning's stu- 


dent mecting, Dunham said “by ad- ° 


mitting men to all degree programs, 
the Clarke Community will share 
with men who choose Clarke’s aca- 
demic programs.” 

The Board of Trustees moved to 
allow men to attend Clarke on Fri- 


ment was made. About 150 students 
attended the meeting but others 


_ called the actions “immature.” One 


student said, “We should be women 
aware enough to accept the 
change.” Another said, “If they 
want the Roard of Trustces to treat 


‘them like adults, they should start 


acting like adults.” 

At the meeting, petitions were 
drawn up and another all-school 
mecting was set up for ‘fuesday 
evening with Board members. 

Board members admitted that it 
was not an easy decision to make. 
Speaking at thesecond mecting, Sis-. 
ter Carolyn Farrell, chairperson of 
the Trustces Social Atmosphere 
Committee, said, “I apologize for 
none of the decisions. None were 
“made lightly.” 

At the same meeting, Board 
member Sister Sara McAlpin said it 
was a difficult choice for her. “I 
wasn't voting my preference, | was 
voting for education at Clarke,” she 
stated. 

Other nuns also felt difficulty at 
the move. Farrell called the decision 
“9 radical change” for the BVM's. 
“Tr was not casy. It was painful,” she 
said. oo 

Following the second mecting, 
where students had a chance to 
direct questions to several of the 
Trustees, many students expressed a 
change of opinion. Kathy Moravek, 
a sophomore, said she felt different 
aficr the meeting. “Now I think we 
can work with the idea and do the 
best we can," she said. re 

“I can see the reasons behind it 
now,” stated freshman Vicki Rolfe. 
“Tim glad they (the Trustees) took 
the time co come to the meeting. 

Students who favor the decisi 
“itself cite advantages to admitting 
men into Clarke's academic, pro- 

ams. Some. point out that it will 
tuke considerabie time to change 
the female/male ratio significantly. 

“J can't see that men are going to 
beat a highway to our door,’ said a 
faculty member. Board member 
Farrell agreed. “We don't expect : 
sigantic influx of people, she said. 


“Even if a lot of men do come, I. 


don't see that it will make much aif: 
ference from how It is now, rated 
one student, emphasizing that 
Clarke has already been educating 
en for ten years. : 
ee put this reason 1s also mre 
i i e decision. “If it's 
reaction against ihe decison Ua, 
not going to change anytiung any’ 
way, chen why not leave it as It 1s 
<2" questioned a senior. 
now?" question ee oa 
An improved socia Seah 
more realistic atmosphere are a ae 
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day after approving the Bachelor of 
Science-Nursing (BSN) program. 
In order to be federally funded, 
Clarke would have to admit men in- 
to this program, After uch discus- 
sion as to how to accomplish this, 
Dunham said the Board oF Trustee's 
next question was why not admit 
men to all programs?” 

_In 1974, Dunham said “ques- 
tions were raised about admitting 
men to the computer science and 
fine arts programs. 1ne aecision, 
made at thattime, was for Chirke to 
stay a single sex college in the Un- 
dergraduate program. y 

The recent adoption of the tri- 
college degree program has leit only 
men between the ages of 18 and 22 
ineligible to receive a degree from 
Clarke. 

Dunham feels the change “will 
not have much impact on the 1979- 

.50 academic year.” Clarke will still 
basically be women, what we are 
won't change. The Clarke President 
further justified this move by saying 
that in writing Clarke is a women’s 
college, but in actuality Clarke is its 


programs, faculty, size and religious ° 


affiliation. 

Another factor influencing the 
Board of Trustees’ decision was that 
there are fewer high school gradu- 
ates, and by staying a single sex 
school, Clarke will cut half of tts ro - 
tential market. In making che d 
sion, Briar Cliff, Moant Mercy, and 
Marycrest were consulted, All three 
were women's colleges which made 
the move to be co-educational be- 

- tween 1968 and 1971. 

As a co-ed college Clarke will be 
obligated to provide for men the 
same opportunities it does for wom- 
en. If men from out of the city of 


have not yet been made, there are 


Over 200 students, faculty, administration, 
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two available floors in Mary josita 
Hall. 

Dunham feels the quality of 
Clarke College will not be lost sight 
of. “The College will continue to 
strengthen student services and aca- 
demic programs,” she said. Clarke 
will advertise on the basis of aca- 
demic programs now open to men as 
well as wornen. A suggested adver- 
ang slogan is “Programs for Peo- 
ple. 


Farly in February two sub-com- 
mittces of the Board of Trustees 
were formed; one to study the 


academic aspects of the college, the 
other, its social aspects. Several 
recommendations were approved at 
Friday's meeting and announced at 
Monday's student meeting. 

Concerning Clarke's academic 
standing the Board of Trustees ap- 
proved the development of a generic 
nursing program. Although the 
program has been approved it will 
not be ready’ for students until the 
fall of 1980. A director will be hired 
for the nursing prograin. 

A corporate communications 
major will be offered beginning 
next fall, Primary majors will be of- 
fered in che existing computer sci- 
ence and elementary programs. 


Relating to the sccial aspects of, 


Clarke, an intercollegiate women’s 
volleyball team will be formed. The 
Board of Trustees approved pur- 
chasing a van to transport students 
around Dubuque at nigtit., Routes 
and fares for this service will be de- 
termined at a later dite, 

In their final action last Thurs- 
day, the Board of Trustees approv- 
ed the hiring of a Director of Kesi- 
dence. Dunham said a person hired 
in this capacity wiil work with House 
Council members ané dorm direc- 
tors to facilitate improved dorm 
life. 
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alumni and Board of Trustees 


members gathered m the Student Dining Room Tuesday niphsto discuss the 
ramificutions uf the Board's Friday, April 27, dectston to admit men tito allof 


Clarke’s educational programs. 


“Tr will expose students to the real 
world,” said a freshraan. Margaret 
Carioti, a sophomore, called the 
coed environment “healthy” while 
freshman Mary Rose Kirch agreed 
that “men and women working to- 
gether in full spirit” would present 
an atmosphere more consistent with 
the real world. 

Legal and financial considera- 
tions were brought up by Board 
members. “We can't run a college 
on sympathy,” said Skip Haas. “We 
need students.” 

Financial reasons ruled out ac- 
cepting men at Clarke through 
cross-registration at Loras or the 
University of Dubuque, according 
to Meneve Dunham, Clarke presi- 
dent. “If we're putting all this 
moncy into the program (BSN), we 
have to,realize all the tuition tomect 
that goal," she stated atthe Tuesday 
evening meeting. 

Survival of the college was deem- 
ed most important by some students 
supporting the Board's decision. “If 
it comes dowm to closing or going 
coed, i hope we all know what 
should be done,” commented a stu- 
dent on thesurvey. Dunham echoed 
the feeling. “I'd rather be an alum 
of a college with 50-100 men than 
an alum of a college*thac is no 
more,” she said. 

Other studenis feel that the loss of 


ved 


135-year tradition and aot compro- 
mise," said another. . 

Several students painted out raat 
Clarke is the last women's college in 
lowa. “i was one of the peonle it hit 
straight in the heavt,” said scpho- 


more Louise Nemmers, explaining 
that Clarke's being a wornen's col- 
lege was a major factor in her deci- 
sion to enroll here. 

“People respect you when they 
know you're from Clarke,” said a 
junior. “Clarke is well-known as a 
women’s college, but that’s all 
changing now.” 

Opponents of the decision ex- 
pressed concern over a possible low- 
ering of standards at Clarke by ad- 


mitting men. However, Farrell em- , 


phasized that study was done at 
schools that have made transition 
from women’s colleges to coea 
before the decision was made by the 
Board. 

Junior Margaret Doyle said, “The 
standards won't be lowered unless 
we let ic happen,” but sophomore 
Margaret Thompson feels “it’s not 
worth the risk of decline.” ; 

Another student believes 
“Clarke's high standards should 
benefit all people, net just women.” 
Trustee Patricia Murphy Nederhis- 
er agreed. “All we're doing is letting 
some poor, deserving mates share in 
this,” she said. 

Sophomore Peg Frank said stu- 
dents should be more receptive to 
the change. “is it so terible to 
change ‘women aware’ td ‘pecple 
aware’? she asked. Others de- 
scribed the change as “inevitable” 
and “part of today’s changing 
world.” 

As a result of student actions, 
Farrell said the Board “will probab- 
ly be more aware about obtaining 
student opinion in the future.” 

Meanwhile, Board members are 
still asking for support. Dunham 
said the Board has made the policy 
and the nexi step “is up to everyone 
to implemenx.” j 
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_ The recent decision by Clarke’s Board of Trustees to admit 
men inte all academic programs has brought to light an in- 
justice on the campus. oo ax 

It is unfortunate that the students of this college were not 
asked by the Soard for direct input in such a major issue. Itis 
impossible for a school to exist without students, yet asa vital 
art of the institution, they were not even consulted prior to 
the final decision. P 

Courier feels tis is unfair to the students who arc thesingle 
group most affected by this decision. While the Trustees may 
have the long-term interests of Clarke at hand, the majority 
of the Board members do not live on campus. Students will 
deal with the situation on a day-to-day basis, not the Board 
members. , 

Courier hopes the Board. will be more equitable in the 
future and consider the opinions of all groups affected by. 
their decisions. - . 
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After serving as eciter of the Courier I am totally convinc- 
ec that a liberal arcs education is invaluable. 

There were inaumerable times my knowledge, facts or 
interpretations, were more than convenient. This sernester, 
more than any other, I’ve learned to apply my knowledge in 
appropriate situations. 

An underlying thread in my liberal arts education has 
heen developing myself as an assertive woman. For three 
years I had been wondering if everything I had been learn- 
ing would actually be put into practice. This semester I have 
found that asa professional one takes advantage of, and uses, 
qualities that for years had been lying dormant. ' 

To everyone who helped these qualities develop, in one 
way or another, thank you. As editor I did carry the mejor 
load and responsibility of the Courier, but there were others 
who helped in many ways. Vhe individuals who came to my 
rescue by producing, stories, pictures, commenis and sup- 
port, deserve an enormous amount of credit. Thank you 
ie so inadequate, but I could never have done everything 
alone. - 
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by Vincent Williams 

What is Moliere made of? Com: 
media dell'arte, court influence ard 
faver, appeal to the sophisticated 
coramon audience, together with a 
pervading social satirical comedy 
that achieves artistic proportions, 
Mixing that kind of style with this 
kind of artis always a challenge and 
sometimes an apparent contradic- 
tion. But that's what Moliere is 
made of. And through the most of 
it, Clarke’s production of TAR- 
TUFFE was Molicre. 

Director Karen Ryker did not for- 
get the occasional lazzi of the com- 
media tradition. (Commedia 
dell'arte was an extremely popular 
and influencial style of theatre in 
Italy and elsewhere from the six- 
teenth to the seventeenth centuries. 
For much ofit, no plays were written 
down, or necded to be, since a tradi- 
tion of stock characters and action 
gags — lazzi — were perpetrated b 
vastly experienced comic pele, 
For example, Ed Dye's ORGON was 
often reminiscent of the stock PAN- 
‘VALONE (bumbling father type). 
Certainly the accedence to King 
Louis X1V, along with the courtly 
manner of the 1560s were evident. 
Barbs of satirical humor pricked at 
the would-be piety that still seems 
familiar to us today. In short, the 
production was entertaining, in- 
structive and technically correct — 
even artistic, . 

David Brune in the title role wa 
simply superb. His remonstrating 
and ponutficating literally coated 
over all the rest of the production — 
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Letters to the edtior are welcome. 
All letiers must be signed, but the 
writer's name ull be withheld upon 
request. For publication on Friday, 
letters aust be submitted by 5 p.m. 
of the preceding Tuesday. Letters 
may be mailed to P.O. Box 115 or 
dropped off in the Courier Office, 
room 261 ROH. Lengthy letters may 
have to be edited. 


Poer Judgment 
To the Editor: 

I seriously question the judgment 
of The Courier editorial board, staff 
and moderator who permitted the 
printing of your recent article on 
“Clarke's Silent Minority.” To pro- 
vide that much coverage to four 
people and their personal problems 
and perceptions is dreadfully out of 
proportion. But more than that, 
this overwhelmingly detailed and 
often redundant story has done a 
grave disservice to all other Clarke 
women. And that is the tragedy of 
your decision far more than the 
printing of the article which, unfor- 
tunately, carries only one disclaimer. . 


Sister Therese Mackin 


Student admires courage 
" 
To the Editor: 

Last week's article concerning 
homosexuality at Clarke is a major 
contribution from the Courier to 
this institution. i admire the courage 
of the four women interviewed and, 
more importantly, the courage and 
prof.:ssionalism of the Courier staff. 
J realize that with an issue as contro- 
versial as this, much deliberation 
must have gone into the publishing* 
of this article. You are to be com- 
mended for your courage and open- 
mindedness. Thank-you. 

Amy Mortoh 


Residence Director 


Dear Editor, 
Assuming that you will be 
swamped with letters concerning 


the recent changes at Clarke, I: 
- would like to direct myself to other 


than the ‘co-educational issue,’ and 


focys on the approval of a Director 


of Residence for next year. 
1 applaud the committee for this 


cm re 


no mean trick considering the exe 
quisite and eye-popping GOSLIINGS 
dosianed by Pameli Mason- Brune. 
But David Brune's CA! pos 
so strong, I nearly sig eg f 
adopting a preference for a poe 
tion to hypocrisy, seduction and the 
confidence game ~~ they seemed 
like so much fun. Moreover, his 
transitional development from a 
position of relative weakness to one 
of strength was fincly tuned and 
beautifully aided by the costuine 
(burgundy colored robe at first, 
simple ak ea then toa black ie 
and leggings, form-fitug and ma’ 
evolent; finally to a highly colorful, 
omate extravaganza complcte with 
fancy frills and furbelows). Indeed, 
I wonder if the satire would have 
been better served with a somewhat 
less foolish ORGON: had reliance 
on picty for its own sake received a 
bit more stress, Molierc’s statement 
that such a disposition can render 
someone susceptible (regardless of 
mental acuity) to a pray (not 
raying) fraud would not doubt 
ave sharpened in focus. | 
But these are interpretive prefer- 
ences, and not obligatory to the ef- 
fect. Ed Dye’s ORGON was cer- 
tainly humorous and more than 
workable: it functioned particularly 
well in the scene with DORINE 
wherein the buffoon is taunted by 
the clever maid. Cindy Johnson ac- 
complished the role of ELMIRE 
(ORGON's wife) in a fine study of 
peried style and wifely grace. Her 
seduction scene was particularly 
strong and added raucn to the 
foreward progress of the action. 
pepeimtis cuneate pees ea 
on and would like to recognize 
the abundant improvements this 
action will inspire. ; 
In the case of Student Resident 


‘ Advisors, I fecl a professional direc- 


tor will be a major contribution 
when deciding on applications, if 
used to our advantage. 

With the intent of improving on- 
campus life, I'm sure that the com- 
mittee who travelled to other cam- 
puses found those with student 
R.A.'s to be thriving. 

Under professional guidance, I 
see the reality of student R.A.’s at 


Clarke to be quite beneficial inim- . 


proving both campus life and atri- 
tudes. However, the present “tenta- 
tive" plans for student Resident Ad- 
visors seems to lack professionalism. 

I fear the failure ofa good change 
because of a hasty move. I recom- 
mend that as soon as a qualified di- 
rector is hired, he/she be given the 
chance to map out a workable plan 
for deciding upon and training stu- 
dents to serve as R.A.'s. 

To be successful, this position re- 
quires serious and professional di- 
recting in the beginning. I hope this 
will be realized and not risk the 
failure of the idea because of the un- 
necessary haste used to change the 
present situation. | 

Jill Hickey 


Grouping People 


To the Editor: . 

; I believe that there is a mistaken 
impression rampant in this school 
that the “establishment” of Clarke 
consists of three groups — the facul- 
ty, the administration, and “the 
nuns.” Since when are “the nuns” 
not considered part of the faculty 
and adminisiration? If { were one of 
the nuns I would resent this categor- 
ization which occurred in the last 


issue of the Courier in the article on 


homosexuality. 


Secondly, our current habit of 
grouping “the nuns” into one gener- 
alization is unfair and hannful. As 
students we would resent being 
lumped together as one. We are 
several hundred individual students 
and wish to be seen as such. Each of 
the sisters on campus is an individu- 


 alalso. If people have specific gripes 


against’ certain members of the 
community, they should take the 
TMattersto the specific person and 
not generally criticize an entire 


group for the actions of a few. We 

would ask the same courtesy for our- 
selves, 

Respectfully, 

Mary Therese Rooney 


AR TUFFE was | 
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Clarke’s Tartuffe was “Moliere 


Amy Morton was excellently imp} 
as DORTNE the interfering di | 
and Chris Ludescher with Mary 
Chris Kelleher (the lovers VALERE 
and MARIANE) cked out the last 
drop of humor from cheir famous 
parting scene. Their manetic gaze 
was as fine a comedic moment.ag 
ever comes along, DAMIS, plaved 
by John Grebner, was quite consis. 
tently portrayed and well styled, 
The mother of ORGON, Ma.. 
DAME PERNELLE (Jamie Rich. 
ardson), offered appropriately 
domineciing and stubborn qualities 
of character, and at times seemed 
even dangerous with her walking 
cane. Othersin the cast, aillof whom 
turned in good, solid performances, 
included Arthur Stanley as 
CLEANTE, Cynthia Young as FLI- 
POTE, Michael Citligan as the fop- 
pish bailiff LOYALE, Eric Paar as 
TARTUFFE'’s MANSERVANT, D. 
Barak Stribling (AN OFFICER), 
and Douglas Schlesier as che Ist 
SERGEANT. 

Scenic and lighting designs were 
exceedingly functional and effective 
with Frenchy poof, curved plat- 
form, ornate doorknobs and draped 
standing door pieces. Mary Claire 
Handzik’s work in the design of 
these areas paid off in subtleties: 
lights and set allowed tne play to live 
while permitting the place to exist in 
the style to which it ts accustomed, 

Director Ryker ought to count 
this among the feathers in her cap; 
and as for you... 

TARTUFFE was unusually well 
portrayed. 

‘The costumes were incomparab- 
ly styled. 

Moliere was on stage. 

.. dfyou weren't there, you should 
have been. 


In Response 


To the Editor: P 

At Clarke, we have four classes of 
students: Seniors, Juniors, Sopho- 
mores and Freshmen. ‘This usually 
means that all four classes contri- 
bute to the success of events at the 
college. lin response to Chelley Vi- 
cian, Dawne Keller, Ann Houghton 
and Louise Nemimers' letter of April 
27 we merely have some questions: 
If you feel thai the quality or quag- 
tity of tri-college sucial events has 
not beén up to par, why didn’t you 
bring this to someone's attention 
first sctnester so something could 
have “improved?” If you are dissat- 
isfied with what you consider the 
Jack of events which have been plan- 
ned, did you ever approach those in- 
dividuals whose “job” you feel itis to 
plan your social lives? Did you offer 
your help and support for the tl 
college (12R Clarke College) events 
that took place? As sophomores, did 
you experience great ease in arrang- 
ing tri-college events for your class? 
Did these events'occur frequenily? 

To Chelley, Dawne, Ann and 


- Louise, we hope your reaction is not 
pe) 


a typical one. It comes at an oppor: 
tune time, however, with newly- 
elected officers being installed. 
Please realize that for next year and 
for the rest of your lives you can't at- 
tribute your social success, or lack of 
it, to the CSA or class officers. If you 
have ideas and you want to lena @ 
hand, let Margaret Doyle know. She 
has Marie Gaudette's shoes to fill, a 
new Union to pian for, and she 

needs your support. . : 
We are disgusted by your impli: 
cation that no “effort” was given [0 
tri-college social events this year. 
From the Street Dance through 
Homecorning (the best we've seen) 
the Spaghetti Dinner, The Gong 
Show, Union Parties, Movies, tne 
first Clarke-Loras Riverside, The 
Fund Drive, Dionysian Weekend 
(who do you think booked Second 
City?) Marie Gaudette. Social 
Beard Chairperson, has been al- 
most superhuman. Her fresh ideas 
and never-ending enthusiasm has 
always been evident to those of us 
who worked with her. Perhaps this}s 
exactly why you don’t feel the way 
we do. Maybe you should have 

worked with her. 

_ Sally Feehan 

Kathy O'Fiaherty 

Mary Ostrosky 

Cindy Castans 


SET SET 
= 

fs Peo 
3 woe 


wnges are necessary 
pee . 


. citar: 
fo \onday. the students of 
Recollege were informed of the 
oe afamecting of the Board of 


gt held last Friday, Amid a 
q 
|ioens were taken aback by Dr, 
| ene Dunham's announcement 


ents realized that their pride of 
«the only woman's college in 
ym vould be forsaken, Many 
pe feeling that somehow the 
el atmosphere of a woman's 
ft would be lost because of the 
vegence of Men. But men can 
rence te Clarke programs if we 
jaw hem. To truly be women 
Wein the world (as Clarke ear- 
} claims to culture) Clarke 
| {jmen must be exposed to a reality * 
ie men will always be an inte- 


apart of the world noone caa 
vy that. AS 2 Woman's college, 
| | arke encourages women Lo yet in- 
: Javed. The college is small and 
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‘nner, the students can destroy 
ihe atmosphere with negative 
piicies against the decisions of the 
iiministrators. Unfortunately, in- 
‘gtuions do not change quickly. 
juin order for people to advance 
fina modern society they must 
idange. Clarke is fortunate that its 
jalministrators consider it viable in 
jdetransition from yesterday to the 
jtpectations of today without losing 
jistandard of a good education. 
‘Te, the announcement was drop- 
fd unexpectealy to both faculty 
jadstudents. However, the Clarke 
\board of Trustees can see all the 
y ed that Clarke nas generated in 
jhe past, yet they realize that the 
jimes foster a change. Clarke 
fudents will still be women aware 
)7 aware that women are people. 
) {Wlasex, Diversity is for fools. In 
) My though, Clarke will survive the 
a fats as she has weathered the 
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LaDonna Manternach 


| Board knows what’s best 


| Tothe Editor: 
teen ago, | addressed a letter to 
| oe ig that the foreign language 
| wurement should not be deleted. 
| re ’scd my argument on the reason- 
| "g that the faculty, more than the 
| “Mens, knows the meaning of a 
| {ood education. 
| tae! with the announcement 
ie larke has yone co-ed, the stu- 
R 8, Including myself, were stun- 
tong crcensed. Bur after careful 
nc om I have come to the 
‘Uston that the Board of Trust- 


| Nows heer wa: . 
Cathe ”® best what is good for . 


fens Can't believe that anyone 
OK he the meeting and said, 
ts turn Clarke coed.” Icant 
®that the Board intentionally 
r ‘pull the wocl over our 
Dan tbelieve that it wesa de- 
nt j ade ip haste or without suf- 
ti Mormation. I can’t believe 
ek an easy decision to make. 
Iter, ¢ that the Board had the best 
Ra kin 9f Clarke in mind when IC, 
thy 3, Saecision, And I believe that 

: Clarke evidenced its support O 
dente) 28recing to mect with 
Tey Sand answer their questions. 
foarge Say that I agree with the 
fq a cecision, but I do accept I 
Support it. J can’t say + 
the method used to cb- 
Ne of the information me 
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Thank you 
Sandy Blake 


Decision dishearten; 
7 oie Editor: 
7 ian this college w 
lief thar - 
that a woman's college offer 
: ak x 


ed the hie 
: ghest uality ¢ 
compared witht « yeaa 


sttuutions, Iam ve 
ind that Clarke Col 
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ith a stron 


artened to 
lege will no’ 
this concept - 
Passage in the 77-78 
“Five ae Viewbook states: 
© years ago, Clarke 
mitted itself to a - ae aot 
COL women. WE FEEL TAT 
“HARLY § FRIOR IN TE 
DEVE LOPMENTT » o. 
EVE MENT OF THE p 
TENTIAL OF WOMEN IN Otis 
NTIAL VOMEN IN 
SOCIETY (caps mine) ws 


The Carnegi issi 

<n ei pe Commission Re- 
port, which is also quoted in the 
viewbook, states: 


; - ‘more of the nation’s women 
icaders were graduates of women’s 
colleges than of co-educational col- 
leges 
» + .graduazes of women’s colleges 
are mere confident of their abilities 
because they have more opportuni- 


. 


3, for one, still believe in this. But 
by 35 = 
by the same taken, Ido noithinkthe 
Board of Trustees would make such 
a drastic decision without good rea- 
son. The problem is that if there ex- 
ists such serious problems as to pro- 
mote this type of action, why were 
the students and faculty excluded 
and secluded from the entire deci- 
sion-making process? 

If the survey recently quoted was 
accepted as a Gocument ef students’ 
approval, we have been misled into 
the present situation. 

We want to become women 
aware but you won't let us. 

Mary Lorenzctti '81 


Students not considered 


To the Editor: 

I feel that the entire Clarke Coi- 
lege community has suffered a great 
Angustice at the hands of the Board 
of Trustees, because the members of 
the Board failed to take the opinions 
of the faculty and students into con- 
sideration when raking their deci- 
sion. Asa result, many of us feel that 
the Board should re-open the issue, 
evaluating the student’s opinions 
before making a final decision. Ic 
seems only fair that we should be in- 
volved in the decision-making pro- 
cess when the issue isso important as 
to alter the values‘for which some of 
us decided to attend Clarke. I per- 
sonally feel that Clarke cape 
ness, because it is an all gir! sschine: ’ 
attracts more students than many % 
us realize, and consequently i 
Clarke became simply one of ee ‘ 
many private eo-edmontione te eee 
es, it would be a removal 0 


le assets. 
i ’5 most valuable assc! 
larke's Sincerely, _ 


Moira Urich 


Lack of input criticized 
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NO real effor 
lthough 
taken whic 
on of be 


(to gain student input. 
@ General survey was 
ch did include the ques- 
know the vital ee se — a 
Sponse since we _ Sti hee 
(Sinevenmet ¢ never fully realized 
the possiliies epee was considering 
tener nt of admitting men. It 
ee 1l the actual decision had 
een made that all students were 


PIVeE i 
i i Opportunity Lo voice opin- 
im and ask questions, At this April 


. _Mecting, however, we were in- 
. a that our feclings would have 
tis ctan what had been decided. 
aM en though amecting was held on 
April 18 to discuss the issue, the ma- 
Jority of students was not aware that 
ithad taken place let : 
vance notification.) 
We believe that this decision 
should be re-evaluated by the Board 
of Trustees since it is crucial that all 
members of the Clarke Community 
be consulted in such a drastic deci- 
ston. Furthermore, it is our sincere 
hope that Clarke will retain its pres- 
uge and traditions by continuing to 
be a college for women. 
Mary Ann Heck 
Roxann Marie Pierce 
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Reevaluation necessary 

As a concerned student of the 
Clarke community, I fecl obligated 
to write this letter pertaining io the 
decision made on April 27; 1979, of 
Clarke becoming a coeducational 
MsUtution in all of Les ploy ams. 

‘As of now, Lam truly saddened by 
the prospect that Clarke will 
become a coeducational institution 
beginning nexc fall; but most im- 
portanuy, Lam upset and frustrated 
by the fact that such a monumental 
decision concerning the future and 
uie past of che Clarke College com- 
munity was made by a small group 
of people within the community 
(The Board of Trustees), with, I 
feel, far less than adequate consul- 
tation with the other members in 
the community. Because Clarke 
College prides itself on being a small 
libeval arts college where there is 
personal concern for cach individu- 
al member of the community and 
gocd interrelationships between all 
these. members, | was more than 
overwhelmed by hearing of a “closed 
book” decision at the all-school as- 
sembly on April 30, 1979, rather 
than a proposal open for discussion. 

In the Clarke Student Bulletin 
1978-80, page 56, the preamble lor 
the internal governance at Clarke 
reads: 

“Based on the belief that shared 
authority -best meeis the needs of 
our times, there shall be created a 
system whereby students and faculty 
will share with the administrators of 
Clarke College the decision-making 
process concerning the internal gov- 
ernance of this institution.” 

It continues to read: 

“The entire College conceives of 
itself as a community of persons: 
students, faculty, staff, administra- 
tors and trustees. Effective decision- 
making for the entire community 
must involve the participation of 
each group insofaras. that group's 
experience and expertise can contri- 
bute to a more informed solution or 

rogram. Within this framework 

Clarke College has developed a 
mode of governance involving all 
segments of the community. 

{ wholeheartedly agree with what 
has beenstated in the preamble and 
I really thought that others would 
agree with me, but apparently, the 
Board of Trustees doesnt. Granted, 
I do appreciate the fact that the 
Board made the decision after wha 
apparently they felt was sie | 
consideration ofall consequences of 
their decision, and thac they have 
installed many positive Peas eal 
for the Clarke cornmumity; but ni 
that their decision involved ane ss 
ous lack of communication ich we 
consideration for other integra 
members of the community. = 

Personally, J don’t want t9 ra 

~ come decision that was mac e. 
Wak at vant to know why an idea 
Instead, is heing considered and 
or proposal Sie Sen he final 

vesorne voice in the fn: 
1 want to hav ade. Concerning 
decision to be macs- 
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dea Ca eile [Pras 
% a ‘ya Fs : | a3 


the major issue at hand -- becom- 
ing a cocducationaldnstitution - I 
would like to sce all the factors that 
led to the Board’s decision, | stroag- 
Lo) 
ly feel that T have the right and the 
intelligence to look at facts and 
figures of the data collected which 
influenced the Board to make their 
decision, so that I may have the 
chance’ to evaluate the data myself 
and choose to support or oppose the 
mutual decision of the Board before 
it is finalized, 1 would like the op- 
portunity to do this in all decisions 
which will be finally made by the 
Board, 

Concerning the’ issue of Clarke 
becoming a coeducational institu- 
tion, I would Jike to say that Clarke 
should remain a woman's college 
not out of ignorance, but out of our 
best judgment and knowledge. As of 
now, I cannot base my feeling on 
facts simply because no facts have 
been shown to me. 

Thighly value the education [am 
receiving at Clarke and would like 
to continue to support Clarke and 
itsideals. Estrongly urge, along with 
a number of other students, the 
Board of Trustees to re-evaluate the 
decision they have rade and more 
importantly, the way in which they 
arrived at their decision. ° 

Respectfully submitted, 
Liz Petty 


Clarke’s heritage gone 


To the Fditor: . 

Heritage. For 135 years, Clarke 
College has prided itself on its hevi- 
tage of being a college for wornea. 
But with the decision of the Board of 
Trusiees to admit men into all ma- 
jor deparuments, that heritage is 
now ended forever. 

When one walks down the car- 
peted hallway of this school, one 
cannot help but feel the historical 
significance of this institutions, 
Clarke has had a rich past, a unique 
heritage. 

With the decision of the Board of 
Trustees to turn Clarke College into 
a co-ed school, the heritage of 
Clarke as an all women’s institution 
will be a memory of the past. The 
heritage is gone, and ! for one am 
deeply saddened by it. 

Renae Kerker 


Clarke's spirit maintained 


. 
To the Editor: 

This is written in response to the 
April 27th, 1979 decision by the 
Board of Trustees that has mace 
Clarke College a co-educational in- 
stitution. 

First of all, i feel the students who 
organized student response to this 
decisidn are to be commended. 
Their dedication to, and love for, 
Clarke, as well as their perseverence 
in this issue deserves recognition. I 
am deeply grateful to Mary Pat 
Rielly, Peg Knapp, Liz Whelton, 
Sue HWeaberlin. & Micki Ostrosky 
who contributed their time and 
energy to organize student response 
in a rational manner for presenta- 
tion to the Board of Trustees. I am 
proud to be associated with them 
and the entire Clarke College Com- 
munity. ’ 

Secondly, I would like to speak to 
one aspect of co-education at 
Clarke. One of the main concerns of 
students in this issue seems to be that 
Clarke will lose her identity, her uni- 
queness in the act of becoming a co- 
ed institution. I do not profess to be 
aware of all the rainifications that 
becoming a co-ed institution will 
have on the identity of Clarke. Tecan 
only relaze to you my own personal 


beliefs. I feel that this uniqueness. 


and.identity we speak of stems from 
the spirit at Clarke which stresses the 
importance of the individual. 1 be- 
lieve that this spirit is a resule of the 
attitudes and mindsets of the people 
who operate this college for tie 
benefit of the students. I do not 


: Arne aaa F 
* believe that this spirit exists without 


people who are willing to live it nor 
do J feel this spirit is limited only to 
one sex. I firmly believe that this 
spirit of individuality will continue 
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live it everyday. I really see co-edu- 
cation at Clarke being able to main- 
tain the spirit of individuality so vi- 
tal to Clarke philosophy. A spirit 
cannot exist if people are not willing 
to perpetuate it. | truly believe the 
Board members, faculty, staff, ad- 
ministration, and students are com- 
mitted to the survival of Clarke's 
spirit. I believe these people, as in- 
dividuals, determine what is 
Clarke's spirit, I believe these people 
feel it is an important factor in their 
lives. i feel that we, asa coramunity, 
owe it to ourselves and the futuve in- 
terests of the college to trust that the 
decision-makers, male and female, 
will make every cffort to further 
maintain and emphasize the value 
of the Clarke spirit of individuality, 

I, for one, am willing to support 


this effort at rnaintaining and pre-' 


serving the Clarke spirit because I 

love Clarke and wish to see it con- 
tinue as a living institution. 

; Sincerely, 

Chelley Vician ‘81 


All-girl’s school unique 


To the Fditor, 

Tam a sophomore at Clarke Col- 
lege, the women’s college, and T feel 
this institution should stay a wom- 
en's college. The fact of having men 
on campus is not what upsets me. 
What has me upset is thar Clarke, as 
a women’s college, is losing its uni- 
queness and individuality. and 
turning into just another smail, 


coed, Catholic, liberal arts college. 
Clarke being all wornen is not one of 


. 


the main reasons Inost oF tne stu- 
denis carne here, but.I feel this be- 
ing an all women’s college is a plusir 
our education, a plus that I feel is 
being taken away from us. I thank 
the Soard of Trustees for taking the 
time to care about us, but 1 can't 
help feeling the majority of the stu- 
dents at Clarke College disagree 
with their decision. There should 
have been more communication be- 
tween the Board and the students, 
so that we were informed about the 
issue before we had it dropped on 
us. Looking back to first, semester 
and seeing how smoothly the change 
in the ation hours came about, 
from students, faculty, and acimin- 
istration working togerher, makes 
me wonder why the students were 
not as Carefully considered in such a 
serious matter as turning Clarke in- 
to a coeducational institution. In 
some ways I would rather see Clarke 
College close dewn, than to sce it 
lase the special atmosphere inside 
these walls that makes us Clarke 
College women. 


Sincerely, 
’ Sharon Lundy 


Loss of identity snifered 


To the Editor, 

This letter is in response to the re- 
cent developments in which the 
Clarke College Board of Trustees 
decided to admit men to all of the 
academic programs and allow men 
to live on campus. 

I feel chat the fact that Clarke is a 
woman's college is an important 
reasen students come here and an 
even nore important consideration 
when deciding to stay. Clarke stu- 
dents experience an atmosphere 
and tradition that is not available at 
any other school in Jowa er many 
other places. 

Those who have stated that there 
will not be enough men to change 
the special atmosphere of Clarke, 
must also agree that there then 
would not be enough men io pro- 
vide the advantages of a coed 
school. ; 

The college loses itsidentity as th 
only women’s college in Towa, with- 
out gaining the new identity of 4 
successful coed school. 

q . Respectful, 

; Lisa Drew 
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Mysticism and businesses 


To the Editor: 

One of the more puzzling aspects 
of the recent discussions on co- 
education at Clarke is the assurance 
with which certain self-appointed 
experts tell us what Mary Frances 
Clarke would have thought. There 
are few people. even among BVM's 
who have had as much opportunity 
as I to study the mind of Mary 
Frances Clarke, and I don’t know 
what she would have thought. I 
don't know what any other human 
being really thinks here and now, let 
alone what somebody | never met, 
who lived in different times and cir- 
cumstances, would think in these 
times and circumstances. However, 
one can form sunnises from history. 
I will not commit my surmises to 
print nor posters. but I will expound 
some history. 

When the BVM’s came to Dubu- 
que in 1843, they opened a school 
for girls only, There already was a 
Catholic schoo! for boys conducted 
by John J. Norman. Bishop Loras 
specifically sought qualified 
teachers to, provide education for’ 
girls. It probably never occurred to 
him to let girls attend the boys’ 
school. “Phat isn’t the way he was 
brought up. 

However, when the BVM's began 
opening elementary schools in 
smailer towns, they began teaching 


“Httle boys because there were no 


ether Catholic schools. Their com- 
mittment was to a type of educa- 
tion, not to a type of student. As the 
normal age for leaving schoui began 
to rise beyond fourteen, they open- 
ed high schools in many places and 
admitted boys to many of these. 
They did not teach high school boy: 
in Dubuque until Wahlert High 
opened; Loras Academy provided 
equivalent education here and there 
were boys’ Catholic high schools in 
other sizable cities. 

Around the turn of the century, 
quite astir was caused when the first 
Apostolic Delegate to the United 
States realized that American 
sisters, BVM's among them, were 
teaching adolescent boys. this was 
entirely contrary to European 
custom, and orders to stop came 
from Rome where there was litle 
conception of the American situa- 
tion. The BVM response was simply 
to inform pastors and bishops that 
they would have to stop teaching 
high school boys and to let the 
prelates fight itout across the Adan- 
tic. In time the American bishops 


. got their way, and the sisters enroll- 


ec boys again. In all the preserved 
correspondence about the question 
of teaching high school boys, no 
BVM had written, “Mary Frances 
Clarke wouldn't like it.” Yet, the 
women who were BVM leaders then 
had known and loved Mother 
Clarke, and most of them had work- 
ed with her in offices they had held 
during her administration. 

Around the time BYM's opened 
their doors to high school boys 
again, they began the process of 
opening a college connected with 
Mt. St. Joseph Acaderny — a college 
for women. The Dubuque diocese 
already had a Catholic college for 
men. They were trying to provide 
equivalent educational oppor- 
tunities for women. Now the situa- 
tion is reversed. Some ycars ago 
Clarke opened a graduate program 
in elementary education which is 
not matched by any other institu- 
tion in the area, so Clarke admitied 
nien to the Graduate Division. 
Around the same time, Clarke's 
computer science program at- 
tracted Dubuque area business- 
rnen, so menu were adrnitted to the 
continuing Education Division, 
Aside frorn government regulation, 
there was a question of humia 
justice. Clarke had something these 
people needed and cound not 


reasonably get elsewhere. The ac- . 
tion seemed in the spirit of Mary 


Frances Clarke. ‘ 
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Graduate and Continuing Edu- 
cation students are differentin some 
ways trem students in what has been 
known as the Women’s College. 
Opening the largest division to men 
is indeed a break with Cradition, 
The people who made the decision 
say that they considered ways of 
weascling around the problem and 
allowing men to enter the programs 
that are unique to Clarke without 
accepting them as bona fide Clarke 
students. The reasons they adduce 
for the choice they made are largely 
financial. I will not repeat them. 
Anyhody who did not understand 
the public explanations can ask me 
privately why cross-registration is 
costly to Clarke. The question is, 
“What would Mary Frances Clarke 
think?” 

John J. Hennessy, first Arch- 
bishop of Dubuque, said at her 
funeral, “Few and short as were my 
interviews with Mother Clarke, they 
left impressions . . . The visits were 
on business, and were as short as the 
business in hand allowed . . 
Beneath that humble exterior of 
this feeble Hue woman, there lay a 
remarkably clear mind and sound 
judgment, and a wealth ofinforma- 
tion at all times on the matter under 
consideration. Her letters on busi- 
ness connected with her office were 
models. They were clear, concise 
and tothe point. .. I wasso impress- 
ed by the simplicity and precision of 
these letters that I asked whether or 
not they were written. by herself. 
That humble exterior hid away a 
mind of no ordinary ability.” 

That mind of no ordinary ability 
often was occupied with matters of 
Money, AS oa very young Woman 
Mary Clarke took over management 
of her family business when her 
father was incapacitated by a 
stroke. When she was able to tur 
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 . THIS WEEK’S SPECIALS 


Bionaie “Parallel Lines” ./..... 
Hair “Disco Spectacular"... 
, Susan “Falling in Love Again". . 
Poaches & Harb"2 Hot" Revs Henares 
Tarney Spencer Band "Run for Your Life" 
George Benson "Livin' Inside Your Love". 
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over those account books to younger 
members of her family aud follow 
the vocation to beyin a religious. 
congregation, she toak on a new set 
of accounts and she kept the books 
for the BVMs until £869, Ter ac: 
counts, neat and accurate, are still 
preserved, She gave up keeping the 
books (Sister Mary Gertrude Regan 
took over.), because of other 
demands on her time, She had de- 
cided the BVMs should become leg- 
ally incorporated in the State of 
Jowa and arranged that. She also 
wanted to straighten out the tangled 
holdings in real estate the sisters had 
acquired by the recent death of 
Father ‘Terence Donaghoc, And 
most of all, she wanted to obtain for 
the BVMs the canonical status of a 
pontifical congregation which 
would considerably reduce the au- 
thority of the redoubtable John J. 
Hennessy over them. All this she ac- 
complished — and paid for. Mary 
Frances Clarke was a mystic, but 
also a businesswoman. She under- 
stood a balance sheet. ; 
Understanding moncy is not the 
same placing it above other values. 
When the first BVMs came to the 
United States in 1833 to teach the 
children of the immigrants then 
flooding the country, they were very 
hard up for money at first. At one 
point, Sister Margaret Mann pro- 
posed getting a job asa milliner (She 
had been a very successful one in 
Dublin.) to try supporting the other 
three until they could establish a 
school. Mary Clarke vetoed that; 
they had not come to be milliners 
but Christian educators, and since 
that was what God had called thera 
todo, Te would provide the way. He 
did. When the way was provided, 
Mary Frances Clarke recognized 
and accepted it. 
—Sister Mary Healy, BVM 
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Sophomore Mary Lorenzetti addresses Board of Trustees panel at 


| Tuesday's meeting. 
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Custom printing 
fashion tops 
jerseys 

photo shirts 
team uniforms 
advertising 
lettering 
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Jantzen.“ 


FUN. 
SUID... 


action! 
Catch ‘em while you can this Summer 
in smashing separates by Jantzen. Col 
orful striped tops team up with short, 
short shorts for the brightest, boun- 
ciest fun-in-the-sun fashions ever! 
Tops in S,M,L. Shorts in 8 to 14. 


1. Tiny-ctriped top with snap closures. 
All cotton in red/white or navy/white. 
$16 Action shorts with back pocket. 
80% polyester/20%, cotton in white, 
Navy or red. $13 


2. Terry tank top in white with red/navy 
Stripes. $20 Terry jog shoris in white 
with navy or red trim. $13 Soth of 75% 
Cotton/25% Dacren® polyester. 


Active Sportswear, all stores. Phone 
244-1112, ext. 548. On mail arders add 
8% tax in lowa, 1.25 postage and, 
handling for first item, 25 each addi- 
tional. Please give charge account 
number. 


556-75 
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Those days of 


j whoop-leap-and-holler expeditions 


i to jar fireflies, 


| and sniffle-wives from hands 
| still nose-wrinkingly perfumed wi 


Oy 

| | Led to morning-after tears, 
i i 
i 
{ 


Amomentary broken neart 


These days when 


i in the twilight, 

| Alightning bug 

| runs smack-dab into me 
And is brushed away 


to fall, unheeded, unwept for, 


beneath tired feet. 
Unknowingly untreasured, 
A few specks of light ‘ 
Remain on my sole, 
For a moment. 


Profile of Ms.:Schacffer 


By Roxanne Pierce 


| When I think of Ms. Schaeffer, I 
ink of winter. Her whole personal- 
; carmas me of violent winter 
| ainst As she pounds her first 
st the top of her well-organiz-, 
in ck it sounds like the disarming 
ing eet makes when it beats 
ig" glass. When she yells you. 
| Stilar one of her students, it is 
laa? being hit with a strong 
of northerly wind. Moreover, 
as Ms. Schaeffer walks into 
‘the i acca and students shiver as 
| ae suddenly been exposed 
| Nore ing blast of air. Further- 
thee Is. Shacffer rarely wears 
peel Spring pastels or warm 
hima ee Rather, she dresses 
be se ¥ cool, dark colors. In 
‘It she is attired in an abun- 
dou black, her actions will, 
tan a tedly, be more turbulent 
jh, “ual. While her dark brown 
‘tee gatd eyes and pale skin make 
yy CPear sedate and inexciteable, 
| Neal chacffer's bold red lipstick re- 
| Hoeict truly tempestuous nature. 
ton ther, it is this Intensity of emo- 
jy, vt Causes her to teach compo- 
Yen and literature with such vehe- 
tee 2nd, consequently, makes 
j Tespect i 
Whit er so much. ’ 
ay personality 


— 


y 


a Sa 


oo et ee ee a a 


i i © part of her : 
dy, Nee think of winter, there 15 
| ‘eee acet of her character that 1s 
h Maree of Katherine Hepburn. 

- Schaeffer, as in Miss Hep- 
‘ein, Mere is a sense of dignity and 
Me id 3 
an nt. Yet, both women pos 
bq, Unmistakable inner strength 
fat store of energy. Neither 
‘per? Ish teacher nor the actress 1S 
to be dominated: Each 1s 


never having meant to douse the Jj 
Only wanting to capture and keep a 


Dimmed , 
rgarct O'Connell : \ 


qrapped glow from the twilight, 


th lightning bug; 


ving lanterns, 
mystery, forever, 


coming home late from. work 
, 


i The Strangler Fig 


Accepting my invitation, 


By Kathy Grove 


you came into my house, 


a mere seedling riding in the wind. 


Expecting just an epiphytic guest, | prepared 
§iving you a place to rest for awhile, 
a place firm and solid where perhaps there was even 


a chance at some mossy growth 


So prepared was I, dusting and polishing 
I didn’t notice how you drifted 
away from the wind, eventually 
cutting off all contact. I didn’t notice , ; ‘ 
roots growing in my house: : 
And then it was too late. Attic to basement 
the long aerial vines were like bars ; 
imprisoning your very host. 
f 


Tighter and tighter you intertwined 
as if I was the trunk of some stupid oak. 


Tighter and tighter you intertwined 


Until, 
the house was yours. 


aware of her capabilities and talents 


‘and does not feel compelled to take 


“second | place” to men. Conse- 
uently, beth command admira- 

tion and respect: from tien anc 

women alike. 

Fyven though it would be difficult 
to find a gift to express to Ms. Shaef- 
fer my high regard for her, I think 
she might appreciate a copy of 
Hemingway. | believe Ms. Schaeffer 
anc. a work of Hemingway would be 
compatible not merely because Ms. 
Schaeffer values good literature and 
Hemingway's works are so inl 
The primary reason, rather, is that 
sce both the teacher and the author 
as adventurers. Although Ms. 
Schaeffer's escapades might not - 
as daring as Hemingway s eng i 
does attempt to cram ae ae 
ing” into her life as possible. — 
she has not yet traveled as aie 
ly as the writer, Ms. Schacl bate 
ages seem to have at least a p ieee 
of the romance’ and ae 
Henig Taya ee 
her one of H emingw ee 
tions, I would enable her not oe 

ad the author's narrauve ; 
auate i the experience and emo 
coal ae Coe Schaeffer's 
ee me strikes me as 4 ee 
contin to her other C aacaaiee 
is her unending Cacare e e 
ee breaks probably affects 
ending ma 
nae s¢ as much 5 : 
fer. While her (alae i 
cheese eae pars, her HNDE 
and ci eC goocy. fud ge 
snack 15 a ihe class periods pass 
‘ ‘Schaeffer sending a stu- 


what odd in that her dignified 
nature makes her appear to be the 


type that would munch on caviar 
rather than potato chips. 


Another contradiction to Ms. 
Schaeffer's basie nature is her smok- 
ing: It is not the fact that she 
smokes, but rather that she wants to 
quit and never has that is hard to 
understand. Since she presents an 
image of perfection in the class- 
room, it is totally unlike her not to 
Be able to succeed in breaking her 
habit. Her inability to give up cigar- 
ettes demonstrates a lack of perse- 
verence and “stick-to-itiveness” that 
is not in accordance with a faultless 
character. However, one coinpen- 
sating factor is that she has never 
feigned that she could quit smoking 
if she “really” wanted. Indeed, it 
almost appears that Ms. Schaeffer 

- accepts too easily her incapability to 
“kick the habit": and, therefore, 
does not address the problem with 
her typical determination. 


Even though Ms. Schaeffer acted 
very authoritative and autocratic in 
the classroom, there is a sensitive 
side to her personality. As a teacher, 
she is attentive to her students and 
always notices when one is troubled. 
Many times she has taken students 
aside and encouraged them to dis- 
cuss openly whatever problems they 
are having. It is not at all uncom- 
mon for her to give a distressed pupil 


a “pep talk” — a short lecture on 
hew to endure the seemingly un- 
bearable pressures brought Syed 
by parents,,teachers, or frienc ae 
neath her somewhat stem exterior is 
a great deal of compassion. ‘ 

“While Ms. Schaeffer is most fa 
miliar to me ina classroom ae 
desk or writing on the blackboard in 


| 


. sesses two qualities that 1 consider 
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Winne i 
cee ee — awards have been selected by Jose M. Garza, a poet 
er from Maquoketa, Iowa. There were 67 entrants in two con- 


tests, for the Mary Blake Finan Li : 
he ie Blake Finan Literary Award, and the Richard, Sherman 


Mary Blake Finan Literary Award 
First Place: “Snorkéling,” by Kathleen Grove 
Honorable Mention: Ode of an Anhinga,” by Kathleen Grove 
7 “Free Spirit,” by Vicki Rohif 
: The Right Moinent,” by Patricia Walke 
Dimmed,” by Margaret O'Connell 


\ 
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a Sherman Memorial Award 

irst Place: “Eyes All Right and Blue,” by Kathlve a 

‘4 Second Place: “If Bodies Rise,” by Relies ine oe 
Third Place: “The Strangler Fig,” by Kathleen Grove 


Fourth Place: “The Lawn’s Mown," icia W 
- he Li } . by Patricia Walke y 
& Honorable Mention: “Ambush,” by eaten, os : 
i “Sunny. ..” by Brigit Barnes : 

“I rofile of Ms. Schaeffer,” by Roxann Pierce ‘ 

Sufled Dying Things.” by Brigit Barnes ty 

| 

] 

| ' t £ 

) Any student at Clarke may submit one or more | 


entries: fiction, essa. 


poctry. 
2) Writing must be origi oi 
bah ig must be original and ished work di | 
eh, ig unpublished work of the student who sub- . i 
3) All manuscripts ti 
~; bert ns a must be typed, double-spaced, on 814.x1] typing paper 
ty should be typed separately. Mss. should be submitted torm.273B 


not later than March 23, 1979 i} 
rae Z y : af 
ecm = Phone should be written on 2 separace piece of 
aper and chipped to the manuscript; auther's name ! ap : 
feneere pt Qr'sname should not appearon the 


5) All entries are eligible £ 
, igible fo: rds; seit F 
Be 5 g for both awards; the contest judge is an Iowa ; } 


RAARRAAAAIANT “AAAARAAAAAAAARAAAAARARAR YA wae 
NAA: MARIANAS 


iY 
! 
her bold, impressive style, there’are Because Ms. Schiefier is so frank is 
certain places where Pam positive and unreserved, she expects the v4 
she would never be found. For ins | ste Openness fom hee students, 
stance, 1 do not see her in the great She warned allher pupils diat wine i 
out of dooms basking in dhe si ning ber respect requires untineh \ 
shine. [believe she would find wind tagly enduciuy, her torment. bach 4 
pupil in the school vealizes: that i 
. . ; : there is more than a shyht possibility ; | 
tousling her hair or rain refreshingly of Ecing embarrassed in Ms. Schaef: ; 
falling on her face irritating. Psee — for's class. Her methods, however, I 
her as more suited toadim, aircon- are effective in tha: students work “oI 
ditioned conference room where diligently on their assignments to ‘ : 
: R 


only her patience would be ruffled. 
Neither would I envisiqn her ina avoid a confiontation with Ms, 
roadside tavern — the type of dete- ponte. Students polish their 
riorated establishment so upreari- ‘compositions extensively to clude 
ous that people can converse only by being selected to read their “sloven- 
bellowing. Instead, I picture her ly” papers in front of the class. 
drinking in a rather formal lounge Reading in Ms. Schaeffer's presence 
while engaging in stimulating con- was something all students hoped to 
versation. On the whole, there is- evade since her cure for pour enun- 
quality in everything Ms. Schaeffer ciation is to practice speaking with 
docs. . } marbles in the mouth. 

Although her personality is 
austere, her teching methods are 
harsh, and her demands are rigid, 
Ms. Schaeffer is a respected and 
liked teacher, She cares cbout cach 
pupil as an individual, and even 
though her classcaom techaiques 
are severe, the purpose is to make 


One of the reasons I grew to ad- 
mire Ms. Schaeffer is that she pos- 


essential but do not have myself - 
an unrelenting outspokenness and 
indestructible confidence. While I 
tend to retreat from fervent discus: 
sions, Ms. Schaeffer thrives on try- 
ing to sway others equally adamant her students more’ self-reliant and 
in their convictions to her way of confident. “he requiremenis for 
thinking. Similarly, she never ap- — passing her classes are difficult but 
pears to doubt the “rightness” of her because of that students learn ta 
position. I, on the other hand, can write acceptably, analyze a poem 
be easily convinced chat [am incor- carefully, and criticize a piece of lit- 
rect by a persuasive speaker, Phave erature accurately, Her motivation, 
never known Ms, Schaeffer to with is not to devastate students: Rather 
draw from a debate without first ine her goal is to prepare them to mect 
fluencing the opposition. Con- the challenges college. Ms 
sequently, Ms. Schaeffer's students Schaeffer's stern, uncompromising, 
quickly learn that, if dicy hope to. yet understanding lacare makes her 
sway her from any course of action, not only a fine teacher but an our 


standing person as well, 
they should be prepared with very 
effective arguments. 


. 
See 


Eyes All Right and Blue 
By Kathy Grove 


“Have you ever square danced 
before, Megan?” asked Sister 
Kathleen, as the car approached a 
stoplight. She turned around and 
smiled at the dark-haired girl in the 
back seat of the crowded car. 

“No, well, in gym class,” said 
Megan. 

“It doesn't really matter. They 
dance any way they please,” Sister 
said with a laugh. ‘Vhe light turned 
green and she returned to the front. 

“Ittakes a miracle to get some of 
them on their feet,” added Lisa, 
who was sitting on the seat next to 
Sister Kathleen. 

“How old are most of them?” 
Megan asked. 

“T think they are all over thirty, ¢ 
believe the oldest is fifty-five,” Sister 
replied. She paused for a moment 
and then asked slowly. “You've 
never been to the home, have you?” 
Megan shook her head no. 

“It isn't a pleasant place at all. 
The people rarely get visitors and 
they have such little recreation that 
I thought these weekly square 
dances would be a good thing. I'm 
grateful to you high school girls for 
helping out. It’s not an easy thing, 
being around retarded adults.’ 

“But it's a great experience,” said 
Lisa. “You understand that though, 
don't you Megan?” 

“Yes,” Megan said and then ex- 
plained to Sister Kathleen. “My lit- 


drome.” 

“He's the cutest little boy you ever 
saw,” Lisa said loudly. 

Megan smiled at the word “cute”. 
She thought about Danny's fine 
blond hair, streaked with gold and 
brown. And his eyes. She called 
them moon-shaped because the cor 


ners tilted upward like tvo uny 


quarter mcons. They were bright 
and glowing like a moon also, but 
their color was a clear, light blue. 
She thought of his small hands and 
tiny feet. “He's beautiful,” she said 
2loud. 

“There it is,” Lisa said suddenly, 
pointing out the window. Megan 
tumed and stared through the dirt- 
streaked glass, as Sister pulled into a 
small, gravel parking lot. 

It was a big house that probably 
was a beautiful home in its carly 
days. But years of rough weather 
and lack of care had turned the 
place into an ugly monster. The 
gray paint was pecling badly, like 
flaky, dry skin, leaving splotches of | 
brown wood everywhere. The porch 
steps sagged and the hand railing 
lay broken and twisted in the middle 
of the yard, surrounded by black tar 
strips that had fallen from the roof. 

It would have been better to 
destroy this place rather than let it 
get in* this condition, Megan 
thought to herself. She hated to see 
beautiful things deteriorate. Men- 
tally, she compared the building to 
the nursing home her grandfather 
lived in. It was a large brick complex 
with well-kept green lawns. Megan's 
muscles tensed at the thought of her 
grandfather. He wes visiting her 
family for a week and she was count- 
ing the days before he left. 

She hated his visits. He treated 
Danny so cold, sometimes refusing 
to even acknowledge her brother's 

presence. The rest of the family ac- 
cepted Danny's condition, why 
couldn't “he? Megan's muscles 
tightened even more. 

“He's from a different genera- 
tion, that’s why,” Mrs. O'Neill tried 
to explain. “He grew up ignorant 


about such things and you can’t ex: - 


pect him to become enlightened 
overnight.” 

“Yes J can, Mom,” Megan said. 
“Danny's almost six years old and 
Grandfather still acts as if he has 
some contagious disease. Why does 
he even come to visit?” Megan look- 
ed directly into her mother’s eyes. 

“Because he loves you and me 
very much and hopefully, in time, 
he'll fee! the same for Danny,” se id 
Mrs. O'Neill softly as she turned 
from her daughter's flashing eyes, 
aucmpting to hide her own hurt. 

Megan became dramatic. “You're 
a traitor to your own son, A 
Benedict. . .” ; : 

“Qh stop it,” Mrs. O'Neill said, 
the softness disappearing from her 
voice. 
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tle brother, Danny, has Down's Syn- 


‘ 


By now, Megan's knuckles were 
white, having clenched them into 
tight fists, 

“It’s a lie past eight so they'll be 
waiting for us,” said Sister Kathleen 
as she gingerly stepped onto the por- 
ch. Megan looked up and saw a few 
dim lights burning in some of the 
windows. A gust of wind suddenly 
shook a rusty sign hanging from two 
wooden posts to the right of the 
porch, Despite the chipped and fad- 
ed paint, Megan read the words 
“Gibson County Home for Retard- 
ed Adults.” 

A drizzling rain started to fall as 
Sister Kathleen led Megan and the 
other girls into the home and down 
a narrow corridor to a door marked 
“Office.” A woman in a white 
uniform appeared at the door. 

“Glad you could make it again. 
Everybody's waiting.” They follow- 
ed the woman down another corri- 
dor, at the end of which were two 
large, windowless, wooden doors. 
Through the doors was a spacious, 
gym-like room. The wooden floor 
was dusty. Screens covered a few 
windows in the room, which were set 
high up on the walls. 

Along two sides of the rectangu- 
lar room were rows of grey, metal 
folding chairs, occupied by mem- 
bers of the home and a few white- 
uniformed workers. Megan won- 
dered how they managed to keep 
their clothes so clean. 


wt 


At the front of the room was an 
old coffee table and on it was a new, 


wood-toned stereo. Two large 
speakers stood on each side of the 
table. It was the one shiny object in 
the whole room. 

“Bobby's parents donated that,” 
Sister Kathleen explained as she 
pointed to one of the men on the 
folding chairs. “Now if they would 
just come out and listen to it some- 
time.” 

Megan's eyes wandered up and 
down the two rows of chairs. The 
men were scated on one side of the 
room and the women on the other. 
Leaning against the wall, her hands 
began to shake. 

Most of the men and women were 
grossly overweight. The women all 
wore tent dresses with gaudy flower 
patterns in pinks, greens, and pur- 
ples. Bedroom slippers covered 
their feet and their breasts sagged 
under the loose material. Their 
heads bobbed listlessly and their 
eyes stared vacantly. Danny's moon- 
shaped eyes are always alive, always 
alert, Megan thought with a panic. 

“Just go over and ask someone to 
dance,” Lisa whispered to Megan. 
The other girls already had part- 
ners. Megan followed Lisa to the 
men’s side. 

“Would you like to dance, Bob- 
by?” Lisa asked the man Sister had 
pointed to earlier. He nodded and 
Lisa gently shook his hand. 

Megan walked over to a man who 
was sitting in the last.chair in the 
corner. Like most of the other mnen, 
he wore a short-sleeved white shirt 
and tight, black, stain-covered 
pants. 

His fat stomach hung over the 
beltless rim. He smiled at Megan 
and stood up. She forced her hand 
into his and tried not to wrinkle her 
nose. His sweaty body smelled aw- 
ful. 

On the dance floor, she put one 
hand on the man’s shoulder and 
slipped the-other one into his left 
palm. She moved her body slowly, 
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her feet constantly dodging the 
thick soles of his shoes. one over 
her shoulder, she saw Lisa lead Bob- 
by back to the chairs, Ele took a 
postcard out of his pocket and show- 
ed it to Lisa, 

Yhe frayed edges and a conspicu- 
ous five cent stamp silently told its 
ave. “LE just got this letter from my 
Mom today,” Bobby said. “It's from 
California.” 

“What's your name?” Megan sud- 
denly turned and asked her partner. 

“Martin. What's your name?” 

“Megan.” 

“Have | ever danced with you be- 
fore?” = 

“No, this is the first time I've been 
here,” Megan answered. His low, 
gutteral voice made her cringe. 
Danny's was so musical. 

“Did you know I used to have a 
puppy dog?” he asked. “My Mom 
gave it to me one day when I was lit- 
tle. Do you have one?” 

Megan nodded. “My father just 
got my brother and I one today.” 
She closed her eyes and smiled as she 
thought about Danny, the puppy, 
and herself playing all day on the 
living room floor. Mom and Dad 
loved the puppy too. Everybody did, 

except Grandfather. 

“Its a Basset Hound, isn't it? 
Why'd you get that kind for?” the 
old man grumbled, taking his pipe 
out of his mouth and nervously jing- 


on 


ling the coins in his pocket. 

“Oh Dad, look how cute he is! 
You know you've always liked pup- 
pies. You got me one when I was a 
litle girl,” Mrs. O'Neill reminded 
him. 

“I never got you a Basset Hound. 
It may be cute now, but I'm just say- 
ing those kind grow into ugly dogs.” 
Grandfather smoothed the few 
strands of white hair left on- his 
head. Mrs. O'Neill shook her head 
in exasperation and carried the 
clothes she had just folded upstairs. 

Megan, glaring at her Grand- 
father, hugged the puppy so tight 
that it yelped and ran under the 
piano. “They just say that about kit- 
tens. Puppies are different,” said 
Megan. 

The old man looked down at his 
granddaughter sitting on the living 
room floor. Her defiant chin was 
tured slightly upward and her thin 
lips were pressed tightly together. 
She is a beautiiul child, ne thougnt 
silently. He wanted to reach out and 
touch the top of her thick, rumpled 
hair. He started to move his hand, 
but at that moment, Megan pulled 
her brother onto her lap and hugg-. 
ed him. Danny's clear blue eyes 
looked into hers and they smiled at 
each other. Grandfather quickly 
pulled his hand back. : 

“Give it six months and you'll see 
what I'm talking about,” Grand- 
father said abruptly. “I'd get rid of it 
before it’s too late.” 

“T'll still love it,” Megan shouted, 
as her grandfather walked out of the 
room. When he was cut of sight, she 
rocked Danny in her arms and 
cried. 

“TL want to sit down,” Martin sud- 
denly complained. Relieved, 
Megan opened her moist eyes and 
led him back to his chair. She sat 
down on the seat next to him. 

Martin looked around the roo 
neivously and then reached into his 
back pocket. “If I show you some- 
thing will you promise not to tell 
Nurse? She'll get mad and rip it up. 


“T promise,” Megan said. expect- 
ing a worn postcard like Bobby J 
“Look here then,” Martin said 
proudly. He handed her several 
grimy playing cards, Megan turned 
thern over and then drew a quick 
breath of air. Her lips went dry and 
her forehead became covered with 
sweat. The “playing cards” were 
pictures of naked women in several 
erotic poses. . 

“My friend who visits me gave 
them to me,” Martin said, He took 
them out of her hands and held 
them against his chest. “You, prom- 
ised me you wouldn't tell.” 

Megan carned: her head away. 
Slowly, she stood up, her legs, weak 
and shaky, and walked away. 

“Whoops! Megan, watch where 
you're going,” said Sister Kathleen 
with a laugh, “Here you go Andrew, 
Megan will dance with you.” The 
nun put Andrew's hand into 
Megan's wet palm. 

Andrew, who was one of the few 
thin men in the room, twirled 
Megan around the dance floor cas- 
ily. A lively polka tune was playing. 

Megan stared at the same greasy 
black pants and white shirt. “Phe 
same body odor filled her nostrils. 
For some reason, Megan felt com- 
pelled to look into the man’s eyes. 
They were a clear blue. Clear blue. 
Clear bluc. The words ran through 
Megan's mind in time with the mu- 
sic. Someone turned up the volume 
of the record player and the words 
echoed louder in Megan's mind. 
Andrew moved her faster and faster 
around the dance floor. 

She closed her eyes uightly and 
suddenly, she wasn't dancing with 
Andrew anymore. She was dancing 
with Danny, thirty years later. ‘The 
stench, the sweat, and the pictures. 
Megan could think of nothing else. 
She began to feel dizzy and nauseous 
at the same time. She looked over at 
Lisa, calmly dancing with Martin, 
“Butit’s a great experience. You un- 

derstand that though, don’t you 
Megan?” Lisa had said earlier. 

Megan pushed Andrew aside and 
ran out of the room. She ran 
through the dim corridors and into 
the dark night. The drizzle had 
turned to rain, which soon drench- 
ed her hair and clothing. She 
thought of Danny, the puppy. and 
her, playing all day on the living 
room floor. With her hands cover- 
ing her ears, Megan ran to the rusty 
sign, as it shricked dissonantly in the 
wind, “Give it six months,” Grand- 
father had said. “Get rid of it before 
it’s too late.” 

What about six years, or sixteen 
years, Megan thought with a panic. 
“Shut-up!" she screamed aloud, 
pounding her fists on the sight. “I 
love him.” 

She tried to ignore, the ugly 
thoughts that kept rushing through 
her head, but they were beyond her 
control. She wished she was pound- 
ing on him instead of the sign. She 
wanted to destroy him before it was 
too late. Grandfather was right. 


Stifled Dying Thing 
By Bridget Barnes 


The boy stared listlessly at the 
blank cream-colored paper before 
him. About hin hummed the bush: 
ness of his classmates as the 
smeared globs of perine wit 
awkward precision upon their sim. 
dle Canvasses. 

(“Could you explain this to me 
Billy? ('m not quite sure what it js " 

Teacher moved toward him fon 
carefully and he squirmed away 

“You told me to paint..." - 

“Er — yes. Billy. but what have 
you painted here?) 

© The boy was no more fragile ap- 
pearing nor rougher than any of his 
friends. It was his hair that drew at- 
tention, fluffy and soft like a pup's 
mop. It bothered his eyes now and 
he impatiently shook it away. 
“(Its what I felt like painting. I 
like to paint.” 4 

Teacher drew out another ex- 
hibit from the pile of dry crusty 
shells on her desk. 

“Now, this is Mark's painting. See 
the houses and the neat brown 
squares see the green bushes? 
Isn't Mark a good arist?” 

All he could see was 
house, with green bushes. 

“Ves.” 


Mark's 


“Now, why can’t you paint like , 


Mark? You don't want anyone to 
think your paintings are funny, do 
you? What would your parents 
think if they heard someone say your 


paintings were funny? Now, we . 


don't want that.” 

Teacher set down Mark's paint- 
ing. She handed Billy his own. 

“Next time wry harder") 

His finger dawdled i che red 
paint. 

“Class, let's be quiet.” 

Teacher wandered by, but Billy 
couldn't, see her, too filled with 
cream paper. 

(“You do what Teacher says, Bil- 
ly. Don't argue with ‘Teacher. 
You're there to learn, 

“You have your father’s talent, 
Billy. He was ao artist once in col- 
lege before he gave itup...sucha 
talent.” His mother fondled his pic: - 
ture.) 

“Almost done. Billy?” 

Teacher smiled from behind. 

“Seah” 

Out the window it was to be a 
clear day, only the first touches of an 
afternoon showing. The sky pearled 
cleanty into che pre blue center of 
the very are joining the horizons. A 
bird flashed by, close cnough to be 
seen as a bird and not a point in the 
arc winging past. Billy began to 
smear red on the paper and saw 
quite clearly the blood from all liv- 
ing flying things, warm on his can- 
vas. Brown was their burial. blue . 
and yellow spoke their resurrection. 
He painted and splashed and 
painted more in silent fury, in stoic 
pain for all stifled dying things, 
stunted from their flight. withheld 
from their breathing, their singing. 


i it posits sl 


I 


| ae all had our eyes closed and 


in Florida and the sun was 


tt 
were . 
1 |S enng us like... like a soft cotton 
wet 


it 
i {said that aloud to Lynn and 
ejaand they groaned. They were 
oe ee saying that ever since our 
y amore English teacher, Mr. 
‘ af told me that I had ‘the rare 
of thinking in metaphor’, I got 
Fried away with it. “But life is a 
ae por,” I argued, trying to 
ee sophisticated and intelligent. 
qwally, I thought life was more 
ea simile but 1: didn’t sound as 


eS a ee 


b | an search them out,” said’ Sheila, 
; pinging the conversation back to 
: | the game. That's the one thing we 
: | quid all relate to. Lynn and I 
"| watched as Sheila gathered up her 
| pag auburn hair and turned over 
| aher back, letting her hair tumble 
| qerthe rock. It almost touched the 
1 | jimestone gravel ground. 
| There was no grass or mud or 
| anything soft in this campground. It 
; | yasall limestone and rock, from the 
‘| mall pebbles to the rough slabs to 
the mouncain of limestone rocks 
| | that kind of separated our tent and 
. {picnic table from the other camp- 
as. It stood off to one side of the 
nad, like a sentinel . . . no, bad 
| | mparison. Anyway, it had all 
| come from the bottom of the ocean. 
«| Someone was digging it up so they 
could eventually use it to extend the 
sland. I don't know why anyone 
| sould want to though. There were 
ladly any campers here now so why 
goto all that trouble to make more 


= 


| 
poieer ‘ : 
| tora if nobody was going to use it? 
4 Maybe that had crossed their minds 
4 too because after dredging up that 


ie mound cf rocks nobody seemed 
tobein a hurry to dredge anymore. 

We thought about climbing it be- 
"| Guse we'd probably get a good view 
| ifthe ocean from up there but T was 
| laid of heights -- a regular acro- 
* phobic — and Lynn and Sheila 
| didn't care what we did so we just 


hat's the nickname we gave it. Af- 
| "awhile we thought maybe one of 
€ other campers would climb it 
ind tell us how the view was but like 
? | "aid, this place was pretty desert- 
tt. It's kind of out of the way and 
*t Very scenic. “World's Beyond” is 
rake Tusty sign at the main gate 
ton the map it’s named after 
“me famous dead park ranger or 
®mething. The owners live in a dir- 
3 trailer wp near the main office 
| Mich is near the main gate. There’s 
i a little grocery store, an ice- 
) | gat counter, men and women 
| a and two old clothes dryers 
| «Mone small, flat, wooden build- 
14 Side Actually the dryers were out- 
| | £0n the porch. 

' be and Sheila had gotten 

' silg iet- I was afraid we would 

' fyi Sleep so I started talking: I 
+ thy ect the pilot of a plane that had 
, 14, Tashed in Alaska and it was my 
| Neg! make sure nobody fell asleep 
| face we did we would all freeze 


———— eee 


Wirga until sundown. Then the 

tem will come. Light scares 

bao @¥ ay,” I said loudly with a 

mela accent, 

jry,,°2h,” they bath said and fell 

|, Whe, Bad to join them. 

ne Woke up the sun was start- 

all behind the ocean. Shiver : 
ys bed my towel and wrap- 

Yound my shoulders. I knew 

: Wigs re blond curls were probably 

+ fgg 8 Out all over the place so I 

te h, cothing them down with the 
eq nd that was not holding the 


t tic. , . 
ei can't make them but you 


boked at old ‘Limestone Lookout.’. 


* Lynn too. I just get sad 


Sheil 
a and : 
Probab} Lynn yw, 
ae 
Was siacae th Showers Ti &ene, 
Path Sim fh ams in g fi sun 
Closer and 1, Obeat Now "aight 
started { closer to the . Sit got 
art : ee 
thete i oe because ee’ i 
he troubl “9 when you're ‘lara 
thourhts rd PT never ink lene 
alone 7 20 [generally yy app 
One. It sor Y Uy not to he 


t Of solv 

as nd Ped vverything, 
zoin wg about how we 
three days and to bein Florida for 
i ies DOW we were 

ww to be in high schoo) eon 80° 


—— oY 2 
year and how neti 60] one more 
ed. We all ; nge 


alll just lived. * 

ie families and ge 
fachers and any 
Even the wWierdog eon we knew, 


~. ve Setting sad and 

ared so I started run 
tent. Sheila and 
Sitting on some bl 
on her knees, he 


Were only 


nd almost 
ning to the 
Lynn were inside 
ankets. Lynn was 
T legs sticking out 
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from under her like the blades of a 
sled. Her chin was leaning against 
her chest as she brushed her wet 
brown hair upside-down. I felt dirty 
and sloppy next to their clean, 
showered bodies. But I didn’t want 
to walk up and take a shower alone. 

“You've got that look. That sad 
look,” said Sheila. 

She could always tell. At first we 
talked and talked about why I look- 
ed that way — my gray eyes duller 
than usual and my mouth pulled 
tight in a straight, locked line and 
my cycbrows scrunched like most 
people’s when they aren't exactly 
happy. Why, why, why are you so 
sad? She used to get really frustrat- 
ed. I would try to tell her and even 
though I never made any sense she 
would seem interested. But when it 
became obvious that I would never 
be able to explain what exactly 
made me so sad she gave up. So it's 
been a long time since we've talked 
about it but it doesn’t bother me. 
Like Sheila always says, I'll survive, 
so there really isn't any reason to 
keep talking because we both had 


i Y y about it. 
all there was to say 
cm about noth- 


ime: ny never 
ing at all someumes and they 


G nse in getting sad about 
eo If it was tr something, like 
a boyfriend or parents ora oe 
they could talk about it. ie 
things were like little ca 
that you could iy ee ae oe 
2 ei eane big blemish, ee 

Id they do? What could anyon : 
ren t forget? When Sheila said 
Neagne 1 had ‘that look fie 
like a signal for her and Lynn to help 
make me forget. 

“we think we've found a player 
for vA ee We saw him as we 
were coming oul of the tal 
Sheila said as she MRP t 
and we all crawled outside. ren 

“Yeah, could be a real winner, 


said Lynn. 


Since | i : 
ped tp jes last one out, pay 
ness hed tae behind me. Dark: 
slintlins a Y arrived and instead of 
retumie bet, the last of the 
wilt 8 fishermen lit up the ocean 
meee front lights of their boats. 
dwineeee evonst was not just 
for ee aa §. A neat litde harbor 
nex of t 1s lermen took up one cor- 
iid ce pe camp. The owners had 
had io 2 most of these fishermen 
all dice Le for years. They spent 
fe ay Ushing on their boats and 
ncame home to eat and sleep on 
ae Same boats. Like turtles, I 
ae Never able to escape their 
What was this ‘winner’ like? Old, 
eenke Fal Tasked as we walked 
Picnic table to fix dinner. 


¢ boats had passed so we were left 
alone in the dark. 


“Old. Middle-aged. He was 


TP ena setewnng min pee, 


standing by himself. By the docks 
near the office. He must have just 
come back from fishing,” said 
Lynn. . 
‘ “Oh, a fisherman,” J said. 
“He doesn't really look weird, not 
like Mrs. Paleface. It's just a fecl- . 


ing.” Mrs. Paleface was the name 
we gave to our ‘top weirdo’ to date. 
We used her as the superlative at the 
top of our comparison scale. We 
had been playing the game for a 
long time now so we needed some 


kind of a convenient reference sys- - 


tem. 
“How are we going to meet him?”’ 
T asked. 

“We've never had trouble hefore 
Remember, we attract weirdos,’ 
Sheila said. It was a standard joke. 
“Ever since tnat guy m tne norary, 
she added, almost wistfully. 

Lynn started smiling. “We laugh- 
ed so hard afterwards. And we all 
owe it to Sheila. Why, if you hadn't 
batted your eyes...” 

“J didn't bat my eyes! I didn’t even 
look at him. All of a sudden this note 
came flying out of nowhere and 
landed on my book.” 

“Dear Miss. I think you are cute. I 
would like to get to know you better. 
Signed, Sherman,” Lynn said as she 
pretended to hold a tiny piece of pa- 

er in her fingers. 


. “But the best part was the name 


and address. I can't believe you 
wrote down your name and ad- 
dress,” I said. 

“You mean, fake name and ad- 
dress,” said Sheila. 

“Dear Sherman,” Lynn was now 


\ holding an invisible pencil. “Pick 


me up at 7:30 tonight and we'll go to 
the movies. Signed, Lulu. 


“When he came over after you 
gave him that note and started talk- 
ing to us I thought I was going to die! 
‘I’m so happy to get to ir pee 

d for me to meet people. 
eet to mimic. At first I had felt 
sorry for the guy. He must have been 
at least thirty years old and he prob- 


STMT sone er emery nanenerpen ny te-enmere panne reper 


Pago soven 


ably hung around the library all day 
long, trying to find dates, But after- 
wards, when we were all in Sheila's 
bedroom talking about it, they were 
laughing so hard that I started to 
join in. It made me feel closer to 
them, 

“God, I never laughed so hard in 
ny lifel Tears were streaming down 
my face. I couid just imagine good 
old Sherman knocking on some 
strange door that night asking for 
Lulu,” Lynn said. Then she got 
kind of quict. “You know, we never 
laughed together so much before. It 
made us closer.” I felt as if she had 
been reading my mind. We were 
right, though. In fact, the best times 
we've had together were like that. 
Meeting real lunatics. Like Mrs. 


Paletace. She was well-known 


around town as ‘that black lady who 
paints herself white.’ She was almost 
like a legend — everybody knew her 


See ee ee 


4 


but no one had ever met her. Except 
the three of us. We were walking 
home from school one day. It was 
only 5:30 but it was winter and kind 
of dark. Halfway home Sheila said 
she knew of a shortcut she had taken 
once when she was by herself so we 
started following her down alleys 


and over fences. We had just turned - 


one corner when a woman jumped 
at us from behind a snow-ladened 
bush. It was the painted lady. Since 
there was three of us there none of us 
were scared. I was fascinated by her 
bright white face. Even her eye- 
brows were caked with paint. The 
only color on her face at all were her 
dark eyes and red lipsticked lips. 

“You know anyone who wants to 
shovel snow? I'll pay them,” she 
said. : 


“No, “but I'm having a Fashion 
Ten cosmetic party if you'd like to 
come and be our guest of honor,” 
Sheila said. I thought the lady 
would kill us for sure but she went 
right on talking like nothing had 
happened. 

“Ym leaving for a vacation. I 
want my. walks shoveled while I'm 
gone so no one will slip and fall.” 


“Where you going? Florida? I 
hear it’s a good place to get a tan.” 
Sheila was really being bold now. 
The lady looked confused and 
started mumbling. Just in case she 
had an attack or something we de- 
cided to take off running. We really 
had a laugh about that one. I 
thought Sheila had gone a little too 
far, but after Mrs. Paleface it be- 
came almost an art as to how to 
make the best comments and ask the 
best questions in order to’ get the 
best answers. The more answers we 
got the more we were able to laugh 
about it afterwards and the harder 
we laughed the more | was able to 
forget about everything else. I sup- 
pose it’s like being addicted to some 
sort of drug. ° 
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“Let's go dry some of our wet 
stuff," Lynn suggested after dinner, 
It had rained the night before and ° 
water had seeped into the tent, wet- 
ting our sleeping bags and a few 
pieces of clothing that had been left 
on the floor. 

Sheila and I agreed, Our days, 
which were spent lying in the sun, 
were always full, but our nights were ~ 
empty. With our arms full, we walk- 
ed past Limestone Lookout ar Ji 
headed down the road to the office 
building. At first it was really dusk 
but then the harbor lamps, tall and 
powerful like the streetlights bz ~' 
home, lit up the entire area by the 
office. We threw our things in the 
dryers and sat down on the stone 
steps of the porch. The harbor, 
which we were real close to now, was 
to our right. A small bonfire was 
burning near one of the docks anda 
few fishermen stood around it, talk 
ing and smoking and shifting their 
feet. A few vards in frant of os three 

thin dogs ran ‘around trying to bite 
each other's tails. : 

It was quict. fven tne aogs were 
playing noiselessly. The three of us 
didn’t have anything to say to each 
other so we just sat listening to the 
dryers hum and the fishermen laugh 
softly. Sheila walked up to the dogs 
and began playing with them. I 
dropped my head between my knees 
and yawned. When 1§ looked up 
Sheila was still petting the dogs but a 
man, une of the iishermen, I guess, 
had joined her. Lynn and I watched 
as he pulled out a cigarette and 
Sheila handed him a match. When 
Sheila started waiking towards us, 
he followed. 

“That’s the weird bird we were 
telling you about. I knew he was a 
player,” said Lynn triumphantly. 

Like Sheila had said. vou couldn't 
tell he was weird by just looking at 
him. It was just a feeling. In fact, 
this guy looked pretty normal. As 


‘normal as a fisherman can look I 


guess. He had frizzy, silver-brown 
hair and wore wire-rimmed glasses. 
He was kind of short and his skin was 
all tan and rough. His clothes had 
probably once been white but now 
his cut-offs were gray and his t-shirt 
yellow. His canvas shoes were rip- 
ped. 

Sheila and the man sat down on 
the step below us. He kept his back 
to us but Sheila sat sideways on the 
step, looking at us from the corner 
of her eye and smiling. 

“Well, it must be fun to be a fish- 
erman,” Sheila said. . 

He turned his nead and smile .. 
Even his tecth were gray. “T hate vt. 
Everyday the trap’s in and the ap's 
out. Working so many hours ry 
muscles ache every night I come 
home.” He spoke with some sort of 
foreign accent. When he turned his 


“head around Lynn and I got a 


chance to smile at each other. The 
ame had started. He kept talking, 

while we began thinking of good 
questions to ask him. 

“How old are you?" 

“Sixteen,” Sheila said. 

“Guess how old I am? Go on. 
Guess.” , 

“Uh . . . forty-one,” she finally an- 
swered. ; ; 

“Ahhh! I'm forty-three. Very 
good.” He sounded impressed but 
then he said, “You are so young and 
me, so old.” Ss 

We still didn’t have any questions . 
to ask so we looked down and the 


* ground and watched him crush the 


hit cigarette butt with his heel. Keep- 
ing ovr heads down, Lymn and I 
turned to each other and smiled 
again. We were both thinking how 
much fun this one was going to be. 

“It's lonely being a fisherman. I 
live on my boat. All alone.” 

“Doesn't it get kind of cold?” 
Sheila asked. ; 

“No. It's fiberglass. Keeps it 
warm in the Winter and cool in the 
Summer. Just lonely.” 

While he was pulling out another 
cigarette, Sheila tumed and mouth- 
ed ‘Questions’ while she nodded 
towards the fisherman, but he beat 
us again, 

“Lhate life,” he said calmly. All 
three of us straightened up. Nobody 
had ever said that before. We didn't 
lock at each other and nobody said 
anything. It was funny because the 


om 
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Ode of an Anhinga 
- (A Song to Itself) 
By Kathy Grove 


Unlikely to invoke envious intoxications 


I struggle out 


of the water stuffed with heavy wetness. 


Oiless, luckless, not like the ducks. 


I muscle and moan through the air. 


These burdened black wings do not 


soar and swing on a swing 
like an easy trapeze. 
I just climb its ladder. 


Heavy, I do not 


glide like a skate, slide over sleek ice. 


And the sled ride with the breeze 
is always missed. 


I'm just the boy who pulls it up the hill. 


Fighting, fighting for that 
closest trophy tree limb, 


chivalric Champion of the “big wind” I am not. 


Just my own winner of solitaire. 


So 


no need to look at me with sad happiness, 
_no reason to fear the loss of a dream. 


Knowing and living 


“the weariness, the fever, and the fret” Ro 


I am just like you. 


And like you too, I have the 
three, bricf moments inbetween 
the struggling. 


First in the water, 


moving through it snake-like smooth, 


born with the flip of that fish 
that gives my stomach life. 


Last in that grasp of the final branch 


as I tiredly spread my feathers, 
hanging, 
and dying into dryness. 


And always, that moment of diving once again 
into the repetitious wetness of mistakes. 


The Lawn’s Mown 
By Pat Walke 


The iawn's mown, flat instead of uneven 


It looks wet behind the ears, 


Has the queer airiness of a new hair cut 


If not for the neighbors 
.T'd leave a part of it unshaven, 


A haven for grasshoppers and dandelion 
For birds to nest in and call “Beb White!” 
With butterflies and lightning bugs 
Amid Queen Anne's lace and goldenrod. 


I'd probably be arrested and felt fast while 
A vigilante squad mows my sanctuary, 


flat instead of uneven 


So I'll take care‘and build a tall fence for privacy 


First. 


most obvious question was waiting 
to be asked and nobody felt like ask- 
ing it. 

“Every morning I hate to get up 
and face another day.” 

1 buried my head between my 
knees like an ostrich in the sand. It 
was no fun talking to people when 
they were so blunt. It was no fun 
when they weren't talking about 
dates and shoveling snow. You 
couldn't pretend that they were just 
crazy. 

“That's not a very good attitude 
to have,” Sheila finally said. Ik was 
such a damn, stupid thing to say. 

“Y hate people. | would commit 
suicide but | am a Catholic and it is 
against my religion. So, I have to 
survive. Yeah, if it werent for my 
religion I would. The man 
pointed onc finger to his head, gun- 
style, and towered his other finger 
like a hammer. 

All those times alone, sad, I never 
thought of doing that. Who could 
do such a thing to themselves? No- 
body wants to die. Everybody wants 
to live. I started to shiver. wanted 


ss Funny 


funny. . 
ihad ta 
my life into 


not d 
somethi 


finally fail 


him to stop talking but he kept on. 

“{ loved my father. Back in Italy 
we loved each other. Now, ten years 
I am here and I never hear from 
him. I love children but I have a son 
I can not claim. A son in Corpus 
Christi, Texas, two thousand miles 
away.” 

I looked over at Lynn and could 
tell she wanted to leave. She was 
looking all around her not knowing 
what to think. Sheila had moved 
over to the edge of the step, as far 
away from the man as she could pos- 
sibly get. 

“You. So young and American. 
You have it easy. All I can do is fish 
and survive.” 


Sheila and Lynn were uying to 
get my atlenton now. They wanted 
to leave but 1 ignored them. Was 
thac all there was, survival? He had 
suffered more than all of us. He had 
had his share, our share and maybe 
more. He had a right to be sad. T was 
sad because I just lived? It all sound- 
ed so crazy. 

“T could put the mother in amen- 


By Briget Barnes 


these hands, 


and it has 


touched has 


to whither. . . 
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By Kathy Grove 
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face, she refuses to stay on the b 
‘ he ground floor sur , she ith: 
Hating ruse descend the ee boat steps so I can see t 
b afraid,” 
ean bed. Tam not afraid, 
ee jarna wet SUC 


s she zips the pa) it ' 
and lov just enough safe air into the orange bib. 


Then tankless, she jumps In. 


Z 
Tankless because, : ; 
“perhaps to peek ‘under the sheet of waves is sufficient, | 


for now. I'do not need to lie down at the 
bottom of the wet bed yet. 


he is afraid. 
Baie sumitel half under and half over the surface, - | 


i i ing tempered eye 
seeing with slow-moving temp 
the an movements of brown barracuda, blue-ycllow catty 
Seeing, but not touching the feather fins of these sleepwalkers, 


Seeing a pair of sponge basket slippers 
but keeping the flipper feet out. 


Seeing a few ccls (worm, snake, moray), 
but never close enough to feel the nightmare teeth 


that bite. 

Of course, she doesn’t even sce the blunt-headed ones, 
the ones that sleep in the darkest corners of the 

sea grass mattress 


And though she will watch curiously, yv 
as the springs of coral come to life like fingers : | 


with the motion of her body, 


pleading with her to come down into sleep, ~ 
‘ she will not take their hand. wll 
i \ . he 
4 Her eyes are not ready for such rapid movement. “i 
: Her body, too light right now, will not support the heavy tank. ‘an, 
‘ “But it is a first step.” a 
at, 
od faghi 
| 
ee ° eT a 
ame | 7 
‘ . ; 
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| 
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Ambush A. 

By Kathy Grove ~~ 

: The. 

The Right Moment 4] 
By Pat Walke Barren Colorado ground le, 
, of beige and brown Hen 


ken 


ied 
ng i have 


ed 


tal institution. She is only twenty- 
four. Then I could get my son back. 
I never get to see him. Should I do 
thee?” He looked at all of us calmly. 

The dryers stopped humming 
and Lynn jumped up. The light 
shone in her eyes and I saw the tears 
of relief as she started dragging the 


clothes and sleeping bags out of the : 


hot dryers. Sheila ran to help her. 

The fisherman turned and look- 
ed at me directly for the first time. 
He still looked calm and 1 wasn't 
ag anymore. I wasn't scared or 
sad. 

“Ready?” Lynn called nervously. 
I smiled at the man and he nodded. 
I ran to catch up with Lynn and 
Sheila who had already started 
walking very fast down the road to 
our tent. “Let's just try to forget 
him,” Sheila said quietly. 


IV 
We put our clothes away in 
silence and laid out our sleeping 
bags but nobody felt like going to 


Because I'm a lazy person 


I take my sledgehammer and wham 
the-nail home and true. 

If I hit the nail on the head, 

I only have to do it once. 


matted land more monotonous 
- than green rows of com 


I don’t like to do any more work than I need to. back home. = 
So I'll sit all day and study the board, the nail 
and the maul In disgust 
Take my calculations and wind velocity. my eyes 
At the right moment Ishut ' 


and then opened; 


In one brief moment 
A white helmet army 
of Mountains 

has overtaken the 
entire dry and 
feeble fields of foe. 


bed. “Let's go sit outside for awhile. 
On the rocks. By the ocean,” said 
Sheila. 

We walked out into the dark. No 
harbor lights or boats were in this 


“T never felt the way 
anything or anyoeey- 


well be dead,” said Sheila. ] start 
laughing. 


corner of the camp. 

“We can’t forget him.” I spoke 

first. ‘ 
“Not right away I guess,” Sheila 

said. : 


“He was so scary,” Lynn said. 

“So sad. And depressing. Let's try 
to forget about him,” Sheila said, al- 
most pleading now. 

“So what should we talk about in- 
stead? The game is spoiled,” said 
Lynn. 

Sheila sat down on one of the 
rocks and Lynn sat down on one 


next to her. They both sighed and / 


then Sheila said, “Well, 1 guess we'll 
survive, right?” She looked up at 
roe. I was still standing. 

“He was our simile.” I finally 
oe They looked at me in disbe- 

ief, 

“He was old and dirty a 

Not ing like us rine ae de 


» said and started running: 


SS 


morrow? Sun-bat 

maybe?” Lynn spo; 7 
ed : Med wl 

very loud. Sheila talked rats Ot 

They asked me for sug ta 

all I wanted to do was e 


seston 
“I'm going to climb Line” 
up the side of the rock hill, A 
to the very we. 4" 
hands a couple 0 
were bleeding a liule bu nt 
care, | was aloae and hapPy. undnt 
membering. 1 knew 
h but! 


“pat 
£ times 3% 
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3 ‘ yand 
Iwas up rather high and the ode! 
was really blowing. 
looked out over the ocean © 
down at Sheila and Lynn 
back at the ocea. We wees ul 
ing into our separate P’ 

ocean. 
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Rat Olympics, 
: the competz- 
d L » freshman, andh 

| mt, Iphagenia, claimed the silver medal, sable frase Laura Lindley’ 
| tight), Rosemary Ackermann, took bronze medal honors in the Olympiad. 
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Ambush See Ciippnsion 
: t | 4, 
By Kathy on These participants, Donna Symmers and Evelyn Champagne King (1. to 
|"), enjoy a drink at their favorite night spot during their performance en- 
20 gost {litle “A Night on the Town.” The pair were coached by freshmen Rosa 
+ ae | Herrera and Ann Rottinghaus. 
mo 
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(Chicken Guts) Annie, coached 


) j _ perform: 
over a barrier during her pet 


photos by Yvonne Yoerger 


* ter. 


ter, stretchesto | 


Tt w “ 
48 a “rat race" j 
ense of ‘ce’ in the truest 


beady-ejan’ hore Twelve white, 
he pen urry rodents vying for 
history ope estigious honor in the 
ry of competition, 

aS ee it was all over Edgar, 
oa Es ed entry coached by 
po n Polly Parkin, had come 
i e oot by virtue of his dazz- 
mint Eo It took the deter- 
ee P Sar just ten seconds to 
ee gold medal in the third 
os ‘at Olympics, held Tues- 
Ae ning in Alumnae Lecture 


The road to victory was not with- 
Be complications for Edgar, who 
ad to perform a series of acts 
throughout the duration of his per- 
ormance. Seven such acts constitu- 
ted Edgar's gold medal-winning 


strategy entitled “Backyard Rat.” 


Race. 
1. Edgar climbs ladder into box. 


pees 


2. Edgar runs around track. 

3. Edgar runs through tunnel. 

4. Edgar runs up and down slide. | 
5. Edgar runs across tecter-tot- { 


6. Edgar jumps through basket- | 


( ball hoop. 


7, Edgar runs across balance ! 


» beam. 


_ Edgar's performance received the 
highest overall score from Rat 


Olympic judges Bill Norman, soci- | 


ology instructor; Director of Admis- 
sions Ed Reger; George R. R. Mar- 
fin, journalism instructor; philoso- 


phy professor Dr. Linda Hansen; *.*” 
and Sister Mary Lou Caffery of the | 


College’s chemistry department. 
“He (Edgar) picked up real fast,” 


said a surprised Parkin, referring to |” 


the degree of training required for : 
; 


his act to be successful. 


Iphagenia, a quick-witted creature 
trained by freshman Mary Mattern. 
The second-place winner success- 
fully completed the “Clarke College 


- Tour,” which included climbing 


stairs, going through tunnels and... 
raising the Clarke College banner. 


Rosemary Ackermann, the com- *, 


petition’s bronze medalist, reflected 
the true spirit of Olympic competi- 
tion. The agile rodent set a Rat 
Olympic record, leaping over a 
2% -foot wall in expert fashion. 
Coached by freshman Laura Lind- 
ley, Ackermann is named after the 


West Germanchampionhighjump- | 


cr. 
The 1979 Rat Olympics competi- | 


tion was sponsored by Clarke's psy- 


chology department, Drs. Pattlem- 5 
mendinger and Hank Goldstein | 
(Master of Ceremonies) organize the ° 


event each year along with their se- 


cond semester Intro to Psychology ;, -."* 


students. The purpose of the Olym- 
piad is to help psychology students 


experiment with such principles as 


operant conditioning, shaping and 
positive reinforcement throug the 
training of laboratory rats. Rats are 
judged ona ten-point scale based on 
performance, difficulty and origin- 
ality. 
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The silver medal went to , 
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Mary Mattern encourages Iphagenia to complete her performance. Ipha- 
genia’s portrayal of “A Tour Through Clarke College” won for her a silver 
medal in Olympic competition. 
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The “distinguished” judges of the Rat Olympics competition included from 
left: Bill Norman of the sociology department; Ed Reger of Admissions; jour- 
nalism instructor George R. R. Martin; and Dr. Linda Hansen, professor of 
philosophy. Also judging the competition was Sister Mary Lou Caffery of 
_ Clarke's chemistry department. 
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Iphagenia and Coach Mattern receiving the silver medal from Rat Olympics 
Director Dr. Pat Hemmendinger. 
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by Meredsth Atbright 
and Pegg} eyCoanell : 
When Jeanne Golinvans left 
Clarke atier her sophomore year ma 
1047, she vowed to her father that 
aw she'd return, “Thirty-two 


someday ou ne 
years and ten children later, sae 


her Bachelor of Arts Degree 


Dvaun returned to Clarke asa 
inthe interven 
he hadn't lost couch with 
+ She had friends who 
worked at Clarke, as she herself did 
as a Mary Fran desk attendant on 
C Two of her Gaugh- 
ind Linda °73 
ke, When Lan- 

a av eleect 
Invaux decides 
in order to “keep 


studentin 19753. 


ing yea 
the co 


the weekends. 
ters, Leanne “7? 
graduated from 


da gradua 

to enroll herself 

up” with Clarke. ; 

mtalicy was an important 
Golinvaux’ return Co 

cr daughiers encouraged 

ationand her | 


Shay 


1 < i 
Clarke. 1i 
her to resume her educ ol 
family was supportive OF her deci 
sion. 

Goliavauy had not considered re- 
turning to Clarke andl all of her 
children were grown. She then de- 
cided to wait andl they were all of 
school age. 

“Mom Golinvaax had always 
been involved in activities outside 
the home. So when she weni bac ko 
school it wasn’t as if she was leaving 
home, bur just doing what her 
children were doing, and she con- 
tends that this brought her closer to 
them. 

Golinvaua said, “By going back 
to schout I fel: { wan't acting my 
age, T felt foolish. | worked at Mary 
Fran on weekends, so I knew the 
students anc they accepted me asa i 
adult, but | was afraid they 
wouldn't accept me as an adult stu- 
dent.” 

Afraid she'd ask stupid questions, 
that she'd forgotten il she had 
learned and forgotten how to study, 
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school that socialized students to 
one that isconcemed with develop- 
ing & persen lo their fullest.” Golin- 
vaux feels she valces her education 
more than a tradidenal coliege stu- 
dent because she experienced life 
before she learned about it. 
Responding to che myth that CE 
students ask too many questions and 
talk too much about their own lives 
in relation to classroom facts, Golin- 
vaux emphasized that they have a 


wider perspective. 


of the first senior students to get a 
job. 

When Louise Ottavi, assistant 
academic dean, was a Clarke stu- 
dent, she became acquainted with 
Golinvaux. Ottavi was imapressed 
then with Golinvaux as the mother 
of several children, and she now re- 
spects and admires Golinvaux even 


‘More because Golinsaux assumed 


another demanding role, 

Ottavi said, “It was quite a meta- 
morphosis for Jeanne to move from 
thinking of herself as a homemaker 
to a student.” 

Sister Lucilda, chairperson of the 
foreign language department, was 
acquainted with Golinvaux as a stu- 


dent in the 1940's and again in the f 
1970's. Golinvaux is a Spanish mi- ; 


nor and lived on Sister Lucilda’s 


dorm wing during her freshman | 


year (19-15-46). 

“Jeanne is a great person, well- 
liked by her peers. She's always open 
and friendly, sensitive to other pco- 
ple and their needs, then and now. 
She always adds a spark to a group,” 
said Sister Lucilda. 

Some of Golinvaux's classmates, 
who graduated in 1948, are plan- 


- ning a luncheon to honor her on 


Jeanne Golinvaux 

“Our age makes us more curious 
because we can sec that theory and 
reality aren’t equal.” 

She says that CE. students 
value on book learning, but 
great deal of knowledge in 
world” experience as well, 

Going back to school “has been a 
marvelous experience because of 
the personal benefits. The most im- 
portant being mind stimulation.” 
Golinvaux is glad she took the long 
road, She gained self-confidence, 
the ability to scll herself, and she 
added an additional dimension to 
her personality. 

The accurnulation of academic 
and personal enhancements is what 
Golinvaux feels got her a job as Co-" 
ordinator of Volunteers at St. Jo- 
seph’s Unit, Mercy Health Cencer. 
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May 19. They'll commemorate 
their own graduation and celebrate 
it with Golinvaux as she becomes a 
new, long-coming and welcome 
Clarke alumni member. 

Finally ready to don the mortar- 
board, Golinvaux offers this advice 
to other collegians, “Keep on trying’ 
to learn. I have great faith ina liber- 
al arts education. It’s important to 
have well-rounded knowledge; it 
makes a person feel at home in the 
world and as 2 person. I think you 
should get an education for this rea- 
son. Today's college students are 
carcer-orientecd. You can acquire a 
carcer if you have a background, a 
feeling at hore, in a large perspec- 
tive. Most importaniiy, develop 
yourself asa full person; this enables 
i to lead and enjoy an interesting 
ife. 
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your bonus... only af bonus ime: 
Clinique’s “Quick Change-Makers”, yours 
at no charge whetever with any Clinique 
purchase of 6.53 or more 

Now is the time to get th’s collection of superb Clini- 
que products in the small travel-sizes that you can't 
ever buy (they're only available when it's Clinique 
bonus time). Special bonus includes Extremely Gen- 
Dubonnet 
Lipstick in agreat wine-tone and Herb Sharnpoo. Plus 


a Spécial terrycloth makeup headband in Clinique’s” 


floral print. All together, they giva anyone’s JOOks @ 
quick change for the better. And they're ail free with 


_ any Clinique purchase of 5.59 or more. 


ALL CLINIQUE PRODUCTS ARE ALLERGY 
TESTED AND 100% TESTED 


Lore 


AND 100% FRAGRANCE FREE: 
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Special Field Awards 


I 
Helen and Melvin Hack Award For 


; ; ™ Excellence in Phoio-Journalism 
jmerican Institute of Chemists suey Titty 

“award —. 

santé Colsch urelia Sullivan Music Award - 


Patsy Sue Reese 
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porothy Newburgh Art Award 
julie Scannell. 


| Economics/ Management Science 
| . Award of Excellence 

fargaret pee Sociology Award rie 
| Karen Derk ) 


Wall Street Journal Student 
Achievement Award 
Cindy Schnier 


‘sister Mary Ignacio Walsh Biolegy 
| Award 
ee 
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Technical Theatre Award 
Mary Claire Handzik. 
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Charles W. Blood Feature Story 
Awards 1 . 

Kathy Grove (first) 

Anne Whitehead (second) 

Deborah Green (third) 


Richard Sherman Memorial 
Award < 


Patricia Walke (fourth) _ 
Kathy Grove (hon. mention) 
Brigit Barnes (hon. mention) 
Roxann Pierce (hon. mention) 
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ue Klein ‘ 
san Michelle Thompson 


‘Mary Blake Finan Literary Award 
Kathy Grove (first) bye 
Kathy Grove (hon. mention) - 
Vicki Rohlf (hon. mention) 

Patricia Walke (hen. mention) _ 
Margaret O'Connell (hon. mention) 


Sister Virginia Cagle Music 
Ward for Excellence in 
Bi, eormance 
abeth Rosado 


} 
| 
| 
Courier Advertising Service Award 


Kathy Grove * 
Renata Korona 
Margaret O'Connell 


Anne Casey 


KAP 


; ary Casey 
Monica Clements 


Maurcen Jordon 


’ Renata Korona 


1st — Mary Therese Rooney} 
' 2nd— Martha Crowley i 
38rd—Ruth Dunblazier 
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ST. CATHERINE MEDAL; 
Ist— Mary Pat Rielly 


2nd— Peggy Hess 
3rd— Anne Whitehead 


Kathy Grove (first, second and third) 
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Freshman Chemistry Achievement 
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Mary Ann Heck 


Alice Ottavi 
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Denise Curley . } 


Mary Frances Clarke Education 
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Renata Korona 
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‘ Drama Award 
Roynthia Johnson 


< : Sister Mary St. Ruth Connolly 


Music Award 
Michele Dierickx 
Patty Liston (hon. mention) 
Karen Thompson (hon. mention) 


Colonel Wallace A. Mead Editorial 
_ Awards 

Carol Frahm (first) 

Anne Whitehead (second) 


Sister Mary St. Clara Home 
y F Economics Award 
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Editor's Note: The following col- 
umn was written by guest columnist 
and staff reporter, Jo Osman, who 
Spud her whole self’ into the Grusa- 
der Varsity Softball Team last week 


» fora “Totally Athletic” experience. 


After an exhausting Friday night, 
T was awakened early Saturday 
morning to play softball as a reserv- 
ed player in a double header. 

My devoted friends and room- 
mate assisted in clothing my fati- 
gued body into a shocking purple 
and gold uniform. My Tretron gym 
shoes, stark white with green stripes 
and pointed toes, one of mother's 
hand-me-dewns, presented a prob- 
biem. Suddenly, twas embarrassed 
and would rather be seen in bare 
feet than those pointed shoves which 
at onetime, made me proud, Fortu- 
nately, my roommate came to the 
rescue with a spare pair ofunmatch- 
ed gyin shoes — projecting a more 
professional image. ; 

We set out for our destination — 
Grinnell, roughly three hours away. 
Luckily, I remembered my pillow 
and slept soundly through half ihe 
trip. 

However, [was awakened by a 
desperate urge to find a washroom. 
A few cther girls, sharing the same 
needs, convinced the drivers to 
make an urgent stop at the nearest 


we had arrived and the 


vt last, 
opponents were already on the field 
practicing. The sight of the team 


alone was enough to unnerve me. 
Reciizing that I wasn’t a usual 
player andihat I was completely out 
of shape, the team agreed that a 
rush fitness program was essential, 


First, Liz and I tossed the ball 
back and forth. I did my utmost to 
psyche out the other team. In fact 
my concern regarding the specta- 
tors distracted my interest unu! I felt 
the pangs of a bal! hitting my face. 
For some reason, | suspect. my at- 
tempts to impress the opponents 
weren't too successful, 


In the next part of the program, 
Cece, standing within four feet, 
piiched the bal! io me. Truthfully, I 
feit bloated with pride at the sight of 
my hitting. Foolishly deceiving my- 
self, I was hoping for a grand slam. 

The first game was against Cor- 
nell and cur tearm proudly displayed 
our many talents. 


Leopold, 

You ve done a great job. I'll be be- 
hind vou in whatever else you do (I 
think!) 


Baby Sis. 


Meredyth and Kath, you must fol- 
low your path; Yvonne and Amne, 
better figure out a plan; Gary and 
Kim better not sing —- that’s three 
ways to leave your paper. It’s been a 
great ‘learning experience,’ thanks 


D.P. Gang, If you don't want to be 
heard, curn out the light in the 


elevator. J.B. 


Jill, Happy Birthday! Love, 
Carzie. 
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With a braced knee, Tammy 
Edens managed tor surmount her 
handicap and pitched remarkably 
well. And our catcher, Patty Nel- 
son, with two taped ankels, sur- 
prised us with her agility and cun- 
nincss. 

Patty displayed her cleverness 
with a take threw to third, allowed 
the runner to attempt stealing 
home, and tagged her before she 
was within eight fect of the base. 

Auspiciously, I covered right field 
and all the batters on Cornell were 
right handed ‘thus hiting in left 
field. ‘Vhank God! 

Every inning we hustled into the 
field, warming up by throwing the 
ball to one another, I did anything 
to catch the ball including using any 
partofimy body that would help me 
trap the ball. 


Batting was not as easy as | anti-” 


cipated, As I approached the bat- 
ter’s box, the tension was at its peak 
and I was in need of another urgent 
trip to the washroom. The catcher 
would mumble to distract the bat- 
ter. And was it successful! The 
players were chattering while my 
rcllow teammates cheered me on. 
The noise was overwhelming 
making it extremely difficult tocon- 
centrate, 

Fortunately, I was walked twice 
and managed to score once. The 
thought of a grand slam quickly 
vanished and } compromised for 
making any kind of contact with the 
ball. I found myself chuckling at my 
aspirations. ; 

The impressive batting of the first 
game was by Patty Nelson and Peg 
Smith. 

Although the final score was 6-7, 
Cornell/Clarke, we were proud of 
ourselves and held our heads up 
high as we shook hands with the 
other team. 

There was a thirty minute lapse 
before the next game. Just enough 
time to refuel our stomachs and 
catch our breath. 


We were eager to begin the next 
game. But we were dismayed at the 
sight of Grinnell. Compared to our 
well-groomed team, the other girls 
dressed in blue sweat pants, long 
sleeved tops, and bandannas encir- 
cling their heads — appeared scuz- 
ey 


For the first time all season, Sheri 
Hyde played catcher. But no one 
couid have learned that from the 
game. 


Allison and Mary— 

Please thank the ‘May basket mys- 
tery giver’. We are deeply gratefull! 
a She/Jo 


To fellow D.P.ers & TWAers: have 
‘a super summer and stay out of 
trouble! Good luck with exams! 


‘ Elephant Call 


M.D. BEWARE— 
Act with great care — 
Our job is not done, 
and again we will come! 007 
Lynn Sapp: 

You've waited quite a while, 

and I ask this with a smile: 

which one has more power — 
.. —hooky-nooky or gin-n-soural 
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During the first few innings Patty 
Nelson pitched. The opponent's 
fans were rather vocal and obnox- 
ious, thus distracting both Patty 
and the rest of the team. Later Patty 
was replaced by Yammy. 

Choosing to ignore the crowd, 
Renee Kerker caught two fly balls, 
showing the other team just what 
our abilities were. At the same time 
Peg Smith and Cindy Schnier kept 
the infield in shape. 

At center field, Max Kollasch’s 
heroic attempts to catch were also 
successful, Even more impressive 
was watching her determination to 
catch the ball even with her arms 
twisted behind her. 


| 


There was one fly ball that came 
rny way and fear was written across 
my face. I saw it coming and pan- 
icked. Somehow, though God only 
knows how, that ball landed in my 
mict and remained there. I released 
a loud sight of relief, holding onto 
that ball for dear life. In the mean- 
time, players were stealing bases 
and scoring before I even realized 
the ball was still in play. 


The team's batting average was 
much better the second game. 
Yammy Eden Ied the team with a 
1.000 batting average and Peg 
Smith followed with a .666. Hyde, 
Nelson, and Kollash batted a high 
average also. : 


The other team rofused to let us 
run the bases. In fact, they stood 
right in the base line blocking aay 
direct route to the bases. But Tam- 
my didn’t let that stop her as she 
barrelled into the third baseman. 


Although the score was not Bs 
close, 13-6, and was not in dur 
favor, we managed to keep our 
spirits up with the reminders of the 
seemingly “blind” umps, the motly 
opponents, and our lack of fans. Or 
at lease we felt better when we re- 
minded each other of these factors. 

Ail that’s left now are the bruises. 
And for some reason, whoever has 
the most bruises covering their bod- 
ies is the proudest. I suppose that’s 
become the symbol of a good player. 
(But I think I'll stick to reporting!) 


_ Best of luck Carrie, Jean, Lori and 


Patty, whatever youdo. Remember 
we luv ya and anxiously await your 
visit! Be gcod, 


g The Gang. 
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The intramural softball season 

concluded with Team 6, cornposed 
of faculty and administration, un- 
defeated and in first place. 
, Saturday, April 28, games were 
played between teams 7, 8 and 2, In 
the first, Team 8 skimmed past 
Team 7 with a score of 2-1. ‘The se- 
cond game ended in a 5-3 score, 
with ‘Learn 2 the heroins over Team 
Ue 

Frest.man Sandy Blake, whoserv- 
ed as Student Coerdinator with 
junior Margarct Doyle, commented 
on her own enjoyment of the pro- 
gram. Blake recognized the need for 
participation as 909% of the success 
of this type of a program. “The 
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Serving Food 141 a.m.-4 a.m. 


MIN 


Chaourgers 

MAS Gams 
: Cheese 
| Conacdes Bacon 
! Combinanen 
Sreaded Musercoms 
Seoded Ca fower 

Sreais and Brats 
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Opens Tomorrow 9 


805 Century Drive 
Open 7 days aweek 10 a.m.-10 p.m. 
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faculty always had the best turn-out 


which obviousiy worked to their . 


benefit,” she added. 

Blake regress tke face that there is 
no formal ‘prize’ for the winners, 
but encourages al!-school involve- 
ment fer the fuiure. 


The final standings cf the intra- 
mural season are: 


Team Wins Losses 
6 4 0 
2 3 1 
8 3 1 
7 2 2 
1 1 2 
4 1 2 
3 1 3 
os 7 
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JFK Road > 
557-7060 
Dine in or carry out, 


[= 
H 


' THIS GOUPON GOOD FO 
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Iso satisfied. F 
Jered more advantages ne 
jantages to living at Clarke 
aie ihe “superior food s¢ 
ularly the “superto: “ 
\though.”” he admitted, 
‘sa much smaller populat 
‘al, which allows for more t¢ 
aaing-care with the meals. 
Sister Diana Malone, Direc 
fudent Activities has stated t 
dents of Clarke, the Lor: 
nts are granted the same 
‘efacilities as Clarke stu 
Tisisanother asset, accordil 
silos case he 
: te extra trips over to | 
cc sfound he Cla 
° De very cooperatiy 
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